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Editorial Statement
Vi starter med LÅS, der i flertal er LÅSE.
men flertal af GÅS er GÆS - ikke GÅSE.
Vi taler om FOD, er der flere, siger vi FØDDER.
men skønt vi siger FLOD, vi aldrig siger FLØDDER.
Er der EN, hedder det DEN, er der TO, siger man DISSE.
Hvorfor fan hedder PEN i flertal ikke PISSE??
--“Det danske sprog er en svær en,” Gonzalo Varga, 2015
In 2015, a Chilean immigrant to Denmark, the poet Gonzalo Varga, wrote a poem called “Det danske sprog er en svær en” (The Danish language is a difficult one). I’ve included the first stanza of his
poem above, but I’m sorry, I can’t translate it for you (I can tell you that
this stanza deals with irregular plural noun formations, though). The
whole point of the poem is how capricious the Danish language is,
but since English doesn’t have the same quirks (though it has plenty
of its own), the poem is essentially untranslatable. Fortunately, most
Danish texts can be rendered intelligible in English, but even then,
they are not the same texts, with the same sounds, rhythms, and humor. The final product of a translation is a combination of the author’s
original text and the translator’s grasp of both the original and target
languages, but it is also highly dependent on the approach the translator takes to a text and its tone. The Danish author Karen Blixen, who
published many of her English-language works under the pseudonym Isak Dinensen, wrote in both Danish and English and translated
her own texts into the other language. Yet even with the same person
writing both versions of a text, there are still subtle differences between them, often depending on how each language makes it possible
to say certain things. A language is much more than just vocabulary
and syntax; it encompasses concepts and attitudes and ways of seeing
the world, other people, and yourself.
The focus of this issue of The Bridge is translation, looking at both
the process and products of translation from Danish into English.
Translation is itself a bridge—between languages, cultures, times,
genres, and individual authors and readers—yet we rarely reflect on
the process that makes it possible for us to read foreign language texts
vi

in our own tongue, or wonder what factors shaped the product we
ultimately hold in our hands. Our lead article is an essay by freelance
translator Mark Mussari, reflecting on his experiences translating the
works of Danish crime fiction writer Dan Turèll and others into English. For Mussari, translation is a labor of love—for the Danish culture
and literary tradition, as well as the language itself—but it has also
become a profession, helping to introduce English-speaking readers
to a variety of fascinating Danish stories. Less than three percent of
books published in the United States in a given year have been translated from other languages; the number of Danish books that appear
in that small slice of the market is infinitesimally small, so there is a
lot of work left to be done!
Two examples of full-length translations of Danish literary texts
from the nineteenth and twentieth centuries form the centerpiece of
this issue. The first is Troy Wellington Smith’s rendering of Baroness
Thomasine Christine Gyllembourg-Ehrensvärd’s novella, En Hverdags-Historie (1828), which established her reputation as a keen-eyed
observer of nineteenth-century Danish social mores, but has never before been published in a complete English translation. Smith manages
this difficult task with grace and aplomb, inviting readers in to the
vividly-drawn world of Golden Age Copenhagen society that Gyllembourg knew so well. The second is Kristi Planck Johnson’s translation of Kjeld Abell’s play, Eva! Eva! Eva aftjener sin barnepligt (1936), a
socially critical comedy that casts a sharp eye on Copenhagen society
a century after Gyllembourg. Johnson deals masterfully with Abell’s
wit and irony, giving our readers unprecedented access to Abell’s
sharp intellect and innovative style.
To round out this issue, we have the pleasure of offering a sampling of several forthcoming translations by Michael Favala Goldman,
who has tackled the challenge of bringing the works of several of
Denmark’s most important twentieth-century poets and writers into
the English-speaking realm, and two book reviews: the first, by Poul
Houe, assesses a two-volume anthology of late nineteenth- and early
twentieth-century Danish texts compiled and translated by David
Young; in the second, J. R. Christianson uses a study of nineteenthcentury religious identity and diversity in Denmark as a lens for reflecting on cultural identity today.
vii
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Thomasine Gyllembourg (1773-1856) was born into the Buntzen family in Copenhagen. The Voltairean dramatist Peter Andreas Heiberg
was her language instructor, whom she married after turning 17; P. A.
Heiberg was fifteen years older than his bride. Johan Ludvig Heiberg,
their only child, was born on December 14, 1791. After P. A. Heiberg
was banished for his liberalism in 1799, he settled in Paris, leaving his
wife and son behind in Copenhagen. When Thomasine Heiberg fell in
love with the Swedish baron Karl Frederik Gyllembourg-Ehrensvärd,
who was living in the Danish capital in exile, she asked her husband
for a divorce. P. A. Heiberg refused her and applied to return to Denmark, but King Christian VII denied his request and instead granted
his wife permission to marry Baron Gyllembourg, which she did in
1801. In 1827, at the age of fifty-four, the now-widowed Fru Gyllembourg published her first literary work, a series of fictional letters
entitled Familien Polonius (The Polonius Family), attributed to Anonymous. The next year, in 1828, Gyllembourg published En HverdagsHistorie (An Everyday Story), which became her signature work—
quite literally, as she attributed her subsequent works to “the author of
An Everyday Story.” In 1845, after having written twenty-three works
of prose fiction, as well as a number of plays, Gyllembourg concluded
her authorship with the novel To Tidsaldre (Two Ages), which Søren
Kierkegaard reviewed in a monograph entitled En literair Anmeldelse
(A Literary Review).
Kristi Planck Johnson is professor emerita of comparative and international education at Marymount University in Arlington, Virginia. After graduating from Dana College, she earned her MA degree in
Scandinavian literature and language / European diplomatic history
from the University of Minnesota and her PhD in comparative/international education, with a particular focus on refugee and minority
education policy in Scandinavia, from the University of Maryland.
Her research interests include the works of Hans Christian Andersen,
notably his travel diaries and sketches. She translated the Kjeld Abell
play Eva aftjener sin barnepligt at the suggestion of Dana College professor emeritus Norman Bansen, with editing support from the late
John E. Johnson and Lisa Kristine Johnson.
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transnational issues and cultural transformation. His many publications include a collection of essays on Hans Christian Andersen and
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Mark Mussari is a professional translator whose work includes translations of Danish novels, short stories, and nonfiction books on design
and architecture. He is also the author of numerous educational books
and academic journal articles, as well as the monograph, Danish Modern: Between Art and Design, that was published in June 2016. Mussari
has his PhD in Scandinavian languages and literature from the University of Washington in Seattle.
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Translation:
Active Decision-Making in Any Language
by
Mark Mussari
“Do translators try to produce exact copies of famous novels?”
Someone asked that question in an Ask Marilyn column that appeared
in the Sunday Parade Magazine.1 “No,” replied Marilyn Vos Savant. “If
they did, the result would be only an awkward impression of the real
thing, given the differences in grammar, syntax, etc.”
As a professional translator, I am frequently asked the same question in myriad forms. How do you do it? Do you just figure out what
this Danish word is in English and then write it? Do you stick to the
original? Do you try to sound like the Danish author? A process occurs in translation that seems to baffle many who don’t translate for
a living. Each language poses its own challenges, obstacles, and opportunities, and this is also true for Danish. Another question I frequently hear is: How much authorship can a translator claim? That’s a
loaded question. A translator always struggles to do two things simultaneously: stay as true as possible to what is in the original work yet
rewrite what’s being translated in the best possible way. As a result,
it’s never exactly the same book even as, paradoxically, you’ve done
everything you can to make it the same book in the target language.
When Jay Rubin, one of Haruki Murakami’s gifted English translators, once demonstrated what the Japanese author’s work would
look like if it were translated “literally,” it bordered on unintelligible,
due in large part to the broad syntactical difference between Japanese and English. In his book Haruki Murakami and the Music of Words,
Rubin notes that Japanese and English are so dissimilar that “true literal translation is impossible,” adding that “the translator’s subjective processing is inevitably going to play a large part” (317). This
observation is true for translating from any language into another:
the translator’s subjective processing is always at play. You are always
making choices and even though those choices should reflect a strong
knowledge of both the original language and culture, they still boil
1
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down to decisions. Rubin also talks about the “illusion of literalness”
(318), the idea that the closer to the original language, no matter how
awkward, the better. This illusion is, however, just that—an illusion. A
translator is never, as Rubin points out, a passive medium for simply
transferring grammatical structures from one language into another.
Instead, he or she is always an active decision-maker—and, especially
in the case of fiction, the translator must also be a pretty good writer.
For me, translating from Danish has been the culmination of a
lifetime spent studying both the language and culture of Denmark.
To some extent that grew out of being drawn as a young person to
Danish design and its sleek inventiveness, but it also grew out of my
attraction to the language. The first time I went to Denmark, I knew no
Danish at all. I still remember the exact moment I became determined
to learn the language. I was crossing H. C. Andersens Boulevard in
Copenhagen and listened to some Danes talking and wanted desperately to be able to speak Danish too. Learning another language also
means learning another culture, so that experience became a gift that
gave me much more than I could have imagined. To me, translation
is an outgrowth of that affection and interest, especially for someone
like me who was not born with any Danish ancestry.
I believe translation is an ongoing process that morphs and hopefully improves not only as you translate more and become more familiar with the language’s nuances, but also as you read more in your
source language. Even though the translator doesn’t always have
the time to acquire it, a sense of familiarity with the source author’s
style—the sound, the approach, the creative bent—also aids in the
process. Translation is never a one-to-one proposition; it’s always a
case of determining what an author has done in a particular work
and deciding on the best possible way to translate that into another
language. You’re trying to capture the same ideas and accomplish the
same communication in the target language.
This familiarity can motivate translators, given the right opportunity, to prioritize translating certain authors. For a long time, Scandinavian writers of crime fiction bemoaned the fact that the pioneering
Danish crime fiction writer Dan Turèll had never been translated into
English. Nordic Noir, as it has come to be known, has become quite
popular and influential in the past twenty years, yet very few people
2
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outside Denmark knew Turèll’s name because his novels had never
been translated into English. So, when I was asked by Norvik Press
in the early 2000s to translate Turèll’s first novel Mord i Mørket (1981),
I was happy to accept. I had not only read all of his crime novels and
short stories, I really enjoyed Turèll’s stylized writing.
As a result, I not only knew his voice—I “felt” it. That was a significant help in translating the novel. The unnamed narrator in Turèll’s
detective fiction has a sardonic, world-weary voice that’s prone to
hard-boiled bon mots and imbued with a deeply embedded sentimentality. Through his fictive character, Turèll struggles to rip off
the veneer of Danish “hygge” (that cozy, comfortable, untranslatable
Nordic feeling that has become a bit of a cliché) and show a seamier
underbelly of Danish culture.
Thus, the “sound” of Turèll’s narrator—his personality, approach,
and attitude—had to be present at every turn of my translation. Concerns such as these can and should drive a translator’s efforts. The
more you “know” your characters, the better you get at translating
their words and personalities. The words no longer become some
equation of “this in Danish is this in English.” Instead, you find yourself choosing words and phrases because they fit the narrative voice.
Turèll’s narrative voice was heavily driven by his love of Raymond
Chandler, the American writer of hardboiled detective novels. In an
essay entitled “Chandlers Blues,” Turèll observed the following about
Chandler’s influence:
Den der kommer til at holde af Raymond Chandler vil resten af sin tid være fanget af hans blues, for en blues er det,
som man kan blive fanget af lyden af jazzens fedeste 30’er
saxofoner. Chandler vil ligesom blive en skygge der lurer
bag éns skuldre når man går på gaden. Og man vil være
fordømt—eller måske befriet—til resten af sit liv at rotere i
en karrusel af Chandlerske virkelighedsbilleder. (3)
To translate that literally would result in something quite awkward.
Here’s an extremely “close” translation:
The one that comes to care for Raymond Chandler will the
rest of his time be captured by his blues, for a blues is it,
that one can become captured by the sound of the jazz’s fat3
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test 30s saxophones. Chandler will sort of become a shadow
that threatens behind one’s shoulder when one walks on the
street. And one will be damned—or maybe liberated—to
the rest of his life to rotate in a carousel of Chandleresque
reality pictures.
You can readily hear the awkwardness in such a literal translation
from Danish—yet you can understand it. Grammatically, Danish is
not that far removed from English; it doesn’t have a wildly different syntax, like Japanese, which maintains a certain word order and
doesn’t rely so heavily on articles. Here’s a better, hopefully more natural sounding translation of Turèll’s thoughts:
Those who grow to like Raymond Chandler will remain
trapped by his blues for the rest of their lives—and blues
it is, just as you may be trapped by the sound of jazz’s hottest saxophones from the 1930s. Similarly, Chandler will
become a shadow lurking behind your shoulders as you
walk the streets. And you will be doomed—or maybe liberated—for the rest of your life to ride on a merry-go-round
of Chandleresque images of reality.
In the case of Turèll’s nameless narrator, I really liked his personality,
and that made the challenge of translating his specific narrative voice
much more enjoyable. He’s relentlessly, darkly funny, but he also has
a mushy heart, revealing a connection from Turèll to Chandler—and
back to some of Hemingway’s more jaundiced protagonists. These
translation efforts were also aided by the fact that Turèll’s character
and the way he talks, mostly because of the Chandler influence, are
quite “American.” These qualities made capturing his sardonic tone in
English a lot of fun.
Here’s a brief encounter from one of his other novels (Mord i marts,
1984; Murder in March) that illustrates this point about the narrator’s
voice:
Narrator: Vil du have en whiskey med?
Bartender: Jeg drikker kun med mine venner.
Narrator: Hvordan får du sådan? (52)
(Narrator: Can I buy you a whiskey?
4
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Bartender: I only drink with my friends.
Narrator: Then how do you ever get any?)
The literal translation of the last line would actually read more like:
“How do you get such?” Not only does no one talk like that in English, but the interrogative also poses the challenge of how to make it
sound like colloquial English and like something the character would
say. Therefore, the narrator’s proclivity for sarcasm and alcohol steps
forward and drives the English translation. The response has to be
witty and dark and sound as if it came from the mind of a cynic,
mostly because that’s how Turèll wrote him. Yet, it is also ironic in a
very “Danish” way. I once went to Denmark during a typically gray
and drizzly mid-November. At one point I went to Helsingør to visit
Hamlet’s castle. As I was about to step into the castle, I said to the
guard at the gate, “I’ve been here for six days and haven’t seen the sun
yet.” Without missing a beat, he deadpanned, “Will you be here for six
months?” Danish humor is its own reward and can pose a fascinating
challenge for the translator.
Translating idioms poses another challenge for any translator.
When I taught Danish at the University of Washington, the students
loved learning—and using—idioms. Yet because idioms are culturally
idiosyncratic and often metaphoric or hyperbolic, they can be difficult
to translate. Recently, I had to translate dialogue in Danish in which
someone told someone else, “Luk røven!”—which literally translates
into “shut the ass.” It’s simply another way of telling someone to keep
his or her mouth shut and, in this instance, that’s how I translated it.
Still, it reminded me of an episode of Big Bang Theory in which a character tells Rajesh something he can’t believe, and he exclaims: “Shut
your ass!” Occasionally, idioms are strikingly similar from culture to
culture.
During one of my first trips to Denmark, I observed an English
teacher in a gymnasium (high school) in suburban Copenhagen. At the
end of class, the teacher told the students they could ask me anything
they wanted, and a young Danish woman said: “I want to know what
all this is about pulling people’s legs. Why are Americans always saying they are pulling someone’s leg? Why are they doing that?” The old
American idiom of pulling someone’s leg to mean fooling that person had baffled her because, literally, it didn’t translate into Danish.
5
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I explained it to her—but I also reminded her that the Danish idiom
for fooling someone or taking her for a ride would also confuse any
English speaker. It’s “tage røven på nogen”: literally, take the ass on
someone. I had to explain that if you said that to an American, he’d
have no idea what you meant, which the students found humorous.
Similarly, when people are really pushed to the limit in Denmark,
the Danes often say that they “presser citronen,” or press the lemon,
which makes no sense in English. And when everything is going well
and there are no problems and no danger, the Danes frequently say
there’s “ingen ko på isen,” no cow on the ice—there’s nothing to worry
about, a markedly agricultural metaphor.
Tone also affects how a translator approaches his or her work.
My last three translations have been much more serious than Turèll’s
Murder in the Dark, which appeared in 2013. In 2017, I translated Erik
Valeur’s Logbog fra et livsforlis (2015), a novel about a lonely man who
seems to have visions portending others’ deaths. The title alone was a
challenge, as it literally translates into “Logbook for a Life’s Wreck.”
Although it was a clever title in Danish—forlis can mean both “failure” and “shipwreck,” and the novel was set mostly by the sea—that
was obviously never going to work in English. I struggled at first with
variants on logbook: journal, diary, etc. None of them seemed to work
either: Journal of a Wrecked Life? Diary of a Failed Life? Sometimes a
title—like a word, phrase, or sentence—simply won’t translate. Ultimately I abandoned anything near the original and chose The Man in
the Lighthouse, as the book focuses predominantly on a tortured soul
who eventually retires to a lighthouse on the Danish coast. Also, that
title had the allure of a mystery novel.
Slang and curse words provide further fodder for creativity when
translating. Valeur’s novel includes two political figures, brothers,
both of whom are irascible and curse a lot. Still, curse words are culturally highly idiosyncratic and often resist any close or literal translation: translating them frequently requires finding parallels in the
target language. In Danish, “for fanden,” literally “for the devil,” is
considered a strong invective, but to English-speaking ears it sounds
tame. Thus, a statement such as “Han må da for fanden have en teori”
(9) [literally: He must then for the devil have a theory] needs a much
stronger curse in English to reflect the character’s outrage. In the final
6
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version, it became: “He must have some goddamned theory.” Later
in the same scene, the other brother uses the Danish “pisse på” (literally, piss on, and figuratively, walk all over) to complain about another
character: “Han pisser på os …” (5). Yet this sounded wrong in English: “He’s pissing on us,” and so I changed it to the closely related
“He’s shitting on us,” because colloquially it rang more “true.”
Finally, I can only reiterate that the space between the original text
and a translation offers numerous opportunities for decision-making
that illustrate the often-subjective process of translation Rubin delineated in his abovementioned statement. Here’s a short paragraph from
Logbog fra et livsforlis (The Man in the Lighthouse):
Senere samme aften, da månen var stået op som en kuglerund sølvskive mellem sorte og sortlilla skykanter, besøgte jeg Viggo Larssen deroppe på bænken efter en lidt
halsbrækkende tur gennem krattet med min plejemors
gamle stavlygte svingende i hånden. (93)
Here’s my translation:
Later that evening, as the moon rose like a silver disc
through the deep purple clouds, I visited Viggo Larssen
on his bench, following a somewhat neck-breaking journey
through the thickets, with my foster mother’s old flashlight
swinging in my hand. (89)
Sound drives half of one’s decisions when translating. Even from an
initial reading of this sentence, I knew that certain descriptions would
slow things down for the reader and, more importantly, sound awkward in English. For example, “kuglerund” means spherical. If the
moon is already described as a silver disc (sølvskive), why does the
reader need “spherical”? The description of the clouds, while lovely in Danish, also seemed excessive in English: they’re described as
“black and dark purple” (sorte og sortlilla). “Deep purple” took care
of that entire range, and it leaves a nice visual impression. Often, what
you cut out, rather than what you put in, strengthens your translation.
Also, the author used a compound to refer to the edges or borders
(skykanter) of the clouds—and that sounds somewhat awkward in
English. Yet the rest of the sentence hews closely to the original Danish, as it simply describes what the narrator did in that setting.
7
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No two translations will ever sound completely alike, simply because a translation is the product of a translator’s subjective interaction with a text, but we can learn to appreciate those differences as
evidence of the creative process of translation itself.

Endnotes
1
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An Everyday Story1
by
Thomasine Gyllembourg
Translated by Troy Wellington Smith
Translator’s Note: For most readers outside of Denmark, the
Danish Golden Age begins and ends with Hans Christian
Andersen and Søren Kierkegaard. At the time, however,
both Andersen and Kierkegaard were outsiders in respect
to the dominant cultural circle, that of the actress Johanne
Luise Heiberg, her husband Johan Ludvig Heiberg, and his
mother Thomasine Gyllembourg. Gyllembourg, along with
Steen Steensen Blicher and Bernhard Severin Ingemann, is
credited with giving Denmark its first canonical prose fiction. Despite her importance to Danish Golden Age literature and the history of European women’s literature, Gyllembourg is virtually unknown outside of Denmark, except
among the Kierkegaard scholars who have read of her in
the philosopher’s flattering reviews. Until now, no work by
Gyllembourg has been published in its entirety in English.
In my translation, I have tried to underscore the affinities
Gyllembourg shares with her British contemporary, Jane
Austen.
Several years ago, I traveled abroad on a public errand, and on the
way home I obtained permission to stay awhile in Mecklenburg for
the sake of an important private matter. My quarters were actually
not very far from Doberan, on an estate whose charming, smiling location contrasted strangely with the tone of the people staying there.
One can hardly imagine such stiffness and formality, such an utter
lack of levity in social intercourse and conversation, in our good Copenhagen, where not a trace is to be found, particularly at the small
courts, of the aristocratic pride and stiffness characteristic of northern
Germany. Here I cannot fail to mention how one finds oneself, after a
stay such as mine, transported as if by magic to another world, when
one comes to Schleswig and sees the charming princely couple sur9
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Wilhelm Marstrand, “Fru Gyllembourg oplæser en af
sine Noveller for J. L. Heiberg og dennes Hustru” (Mrs.
Gyllembourg reads aloud from one of her novella’s for J.
L. Heiberg and his wife) (1870)

rounded by their beautiful, blossoming children, and finds in their
domestic life the simplicity of customs, the patriarchal depths that one
was smitten with as an ideal in one’s freedom-loving youth; but here
is not the place to broach this subject, except insofar as these thoughts
have intervened in my fate.
Turning back to my stay in Mecklenburg, I must confess that I
was eminently displeased by the way the young ladies there sought
to imitate the less charming side of Englishwomen, whose social intercourse is so tiresome that one, for example, hardly dares to greet
one’s female acquaintances on a public street without the risk of being
considered too forward and importunate. On no occasion is this stiff10
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ness so conspicuous as at a ball. It just so happens that several times
I was present at such entertainments. When I sat there quietly and
watched those who were dancing, observing the singular contrast between their serious, indeed, solemn expressions and the celerity with
which they moved about in the merry dance, it seemed to me then
that one could both laugh and cry at this sight. In my opinion, there is
certainly something unnatural in seeing grown people like this—yes,
many times older, corpulent personages—jump and swing about like
children, while the sweat pours down their blood-red faces in great
drops, and their eyes stand glazed in their strained physiognomy. If
this does not happen with perceptible gaiety and humor, then I find it
a sad and laughable sight.
You may certainly presume that someone who sits quietly and
makes such observations must be in a wicked humor. That I was, as
well; I freely confess it. I was unspeakably bored in this circle, so I felt
as if I had entered into paradise when a young Danish woman, who
had just arrived on a visit and would soon travel home again to Copenhagen, was added to the company on the estate. Now I developed
an interest in the balls and parties. Her decent liberality in social intercourse, the openheartedness with which she treated me, the youthful
gaiety with which she danced with me, all had such an exhilarating effect on my soul that Jette H— seemed as if she had been sent by a good
fairy for my consolation. Perhaps it was not her least merit that she
was exceedingly beautiful and therefore shone like a sun amongst the
other ladies, for beauty is rather rare in northern Germany. With all of
these concurrent circumstances, it was only natural that I would feel
most attracted to this girl, who was beautiful, spoke good-naturedly
with me, and was the daughter of a man whom I knew to be excellent
and respected in his profession. She had come there with an older
Copenhagen lady. It was the bathing season, when Doberan has an
abundance of entertainments and visitors. One evening, those of us
who were staying together attended a ball there. Through a misunderstanding, the carriage that was to fetch us from our common residence
failed to appear, and, since the weather was quite lovely, the ladies
wished to traverse the rather long way on foot, accompanied by me
and another young man. It was my good fortune to escort Jette. We
wandered by the beautiful beach; the moon was mirrored in the clear
11
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lake, over whose surface many boats glided, while the strokes of the
oars sounded in the quiet night, interrupted by the notes of distant
music. It was a warm, lovely summer night. Everything appeared so
beautiful to me; most beautiful of all was the girl whose soft arm rested on mine, and—I do not know how one thing led to another, but we
came home betrothed.
Once I was alone, I quite marveled over the thoughtlessness
with which I had taken this important step; it seemed to me that I
had dreamt the whole thing. When I visited the Danish ladies in their
rooms the next day, my betrothed, with perfect clarity, introduced me
to her escort as her fiancé, said du to me,2 and acted as though over
many years and through many trials we had learned to understand
and love each other. Even if I found something objectionable in this,
I was, on the other hand, pleasantly surprised to gradually discover
my Jette’s many talents, which I had never before considered. She
played the piano with high proficiency, sang with great artistry, and
was adept at the latest practical needlework. We both wrote to her
parents in Copenhagen; I asked formally for their daughter’s hand
and rendered an account of my economic circumstances, with which
I could support a family.
Jette was obliged to sail with the next steamship. We hoped to get
a few consenting lines from her parents on that same occasion, but in
the meantime, we walked alone together every day, and Jette told me
about her home and her relations with openhearted chattiness. She
did not seem to love her father very much; on the other hand, she appeared to be her mother’s favorite. “Thank God,” she once said, “that
my poor parents can now have the joy of seeing me engaged to you,
when it was only six months ago that they had so much trouble with
my Swedish sister.”
“Your Swedish sister!” I exclaimed. “Who is that? I thought that
you had no siblings.”
“It’s really only my half-sister,” she said with an indifferent air.
“She is the daughter of my father’s first wife, who died when she was
born.”
“But why do you call her Swedish? And what trouble has she
made for your parents?”
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“I will tell you everything. We call her the Swedish sister because
she has been in Sweden with her uncle since she was ten years old.
He has now been dead for three months. He was a wealthy man who
was terribly distinguished in all things. He traveled around the whole
world and was so clever that he could hear the grass grow, as they
say. One time he came to Copenhagen, and since Father had remarried long ago, he took his little niece with him to Stockholm and made
such an idol of her that once she was grown he could not rest until he
got her engaged to his only son, who was a couple of years older than
she was. Now it must be almost two years since all three of them visited us in Copenhagen, which was glorious! And Henning F— (that is
what the son is called) is—believe me—the nicest and most courteous
person there could be in the whole world, and everybody says so, too.
And they say that he was terribly in love with my sister, although God
knows that no one could have guessed that they were sweethearts
from their manner; they neither said du to each other, nor came close
to each other. As far as I know, the most that he risked was to kiss her
hand. And no one can figure her out at all; she is so stiff and dignified.
Mother says so, too. But then they each went their separate ways; he
went abroad, and she went home to Stockholm with her uncle. Six
months ago, a letter came from him saying he had happened to fall
hopelessly in love with a foreign girl, and she with him. He wanted
to tell it plainly to my sister and put his fate in her hands, for if she
demanded it, he would return and keep his word as an honest man.
But God help us! She’s all too proud for that; she gave him his freedom
right away and even reconciled him with his father, who was very
angry with him, and so he got his Frenchwoman or Italian—whatever
she was—and Maja stayed put.”
“Maja!” I exclaimed. “That is a pretty name.”
“She’s named after her mother, who was also Swedish, and many
girls are named that over there. But just imagine! The father took the
son’s behavior so close to heart that they say it was the nail in his coffin, and Maja has it on her conscience now, says Mother.”
“In that,” I interrupted her, “your mother is quite wrong, in my
opinion. What your sister did was good and reasonable. You do not
seem to be very fond of her. Why is that?”
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“Oh,” she answered, “to be sure, she is a good-hearted girl, but
she is, as I said, so stiff, so distant and dignified that it is unpleasant
to associate with her.”
“Is she beautiful?”
“No, not at all. Nor does she have any talents worth mentioning.
Mother says that she is best at doing honneurs at the table, for her uncle always praised her for keeping his house so pleasant and beautiful.
Now that he’s dead, the son, her former sweetheart, wanted to share
the inheritance with her, as with a sister, but she didn’t accept that
either; she only kept what her uncle had given her, and it wasn’t some
estate. It was foolish of her, says Mother; it was the least he could do
for having ruined her fortune. But Father sided with Maja in this as in
everything. An aunt she has over there has taken her into her house,
since she can’t abandon everything in the young F—’s absence until
an old principal, or whatever he is, has come to Stockholm and taken
it into his care. But as soon as he comes from wherever he is and she
has brought everything into order, then she’ll come home to us, and
it will be the worst, for Father is completely infatuated with her, and
Mother has already had so much unpleasantness for her sake and will
probably have more.”
It seemed to me that this story was an unpleasantness that I had
to endure for her sake, for my new relations began to make me anxious: a father and mother who quarrel, and, as might be expected,
unjustly—each in favor of their own child; this Swedish sister, who
also would become mine—stiff, cold, and dignified, probably faded
by sorrow, with that sick sensitiveness that generally cleaves to those
women who have been disappointed in their demands of life. It was
not a comforting prospect. I quietly resolved to hasten my marriage
and put my house in order, so that for my part I would not be disturbed by the discord in my new family’s relations.
With the next steamship, the hoped-for letter came with the consent to our engagement, though it only half met my hopes, since there
was no word from the father. But the mother assured me of his approval, and her letter was all the more obliging, all too obliging, to the
point that I became ashamed of it. In addition, it celebrated the bliss
that, according to her conviction, would fall to my lot in association
with her daughter, who was certain to become a paragon of a wife.
14
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Now Jette had departed, and in my solitude I began to reflect on
myself and my future. The girl is beautiful and good, and she loves
me, I thought. What more do I want? As it happened, I could not stop
marveling over her strange upbringing, which, though it had given
her so many talents, was nonetheless guilty of so much neglect. I could
therefore never read a letter from her without great vexation; such a
mediocre hand, such poor orthography, and especially such empty,
meaningless content ill-became a girl on whose education so much
had been spent. The most interesting thing she told me in these letters
(which I received regularly every week) was the fact that my dog was
with her. This exceedingly beautiful creature, which I had only been
in possession of for a short time, was an inheritance from my recently
deceased brother and thus very dear to me. He had been with me on
the boat when I followed Jette aboard the steamship, and, in the hustle
and bustle which prevailed, he was separated from me. He had, as I
now learned, remained behind on the ship. I replied to her that I was
delighted that my dog was luckier than I was, and that this Fido (as
he was called) was a living image of my faithfulness, which followed
her everywhere.
With the last steamship that was to sail that same autumn, I intended to travel to Copenhagen. That same morning, I was pleasantly
surprised to see my old friend Anton B— enter. He told me something
I had not known, namely that he had gotten a very good post in Funen and was on his way over there. “On the way!” I exclaimed. “From
Copenhagen to Funen? It goes through Doberan?”
“Yes,” he answered. “What would you say if I told you that I have
come here just to have a single conversation with you, for in the afternoon I will leave here by land; I have already formed a party with a
friend who shall be going the same way. Thank God I didn’t miss you!
It was impossible for me to come before or to wait for you in Copenhagen, especially since I didn’t know whether you would arrive there
before spring.”
“My dear friend,” I said, “you are raising my expectations! What
important matter, as I—”
“The most important of my life,” he interrupted me. “That on
which I have set my whole heart, my whole peace of mind, and for
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which I thought never to find a better ministre plénipotentiaire than
you.”
“Speak, dear friend! Speak! I would go through the fire for your
peace and happiness.”
“You already understand,” he said, as he looked out the window
in order to hide his embarrassment. “You understand already that it
is a love affair in which I wish to initiate you. You lucky man! You
happen to live every day in the intimate bonds of family with the girl
whom I worship—worship, that is the right word. You are, of course,
engaged to Jette H—? It is her sister, Maja, whom I mean.”
“What!” I shouted in surprise. “Maja H—, who is neither beautiful nor, as I suppose, particularly young? The girl who was abandoned by her fiancé?”
“Who dares to say such a thing!” he exclaimed vehemently, but
gradually lowered his voice with each of the following words. “Not
young! She is hardly two years older than Jette, who is eighteen. Mr.
H—, who mourned so much for his first wife, was nevertheless, before
a couple of years had passed, a father and husband once again. I think,
rightly enough, he was the former before the latter. Not beautiful, you
say? See her for yourself! ‘Beautiful’ says too little; no words can express what she is. Abandoned by her fiancé? That stupid boy, who let
such a pearl slip through his fingers! But this just made her doubly
glorious in my eyes. For she probably loved him, after all, although
I thought that she treated him more as a brother than as a lover. But
suppose even that she had not fallen in love with him; how many
would have been capable of acting as she did? I have long loved her. I
thought I would die of joy when I learned she was free.”
“But how have you become acquainted with her?” I asked.
“In Stockholm, of course! Hasn’t my mother lived in Stockholm
for many years now? For three years, I’ve stayed there for half of the
year. While there I frequented her deceased uncle’s house. That was a
house, and that was a man, neither of which I expect to find anymore.”
“But,” I said, “forgive me for my frankness; such a girl, who has
already had a sweetheart, would still never be my choice.”
“In Denmark, there might be something to what you say, but not
in Sweden, at least not in the house of the man in question. He still
maintained the refined and cultured customs from the time of King
16
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Gustav III. I don’t know whether they pertain elsewhere, since this
was the only Swedish house where I was on intimate terms. But I am
entirely certain that Maja and her fiancé never once kissed each other—except perhaps when they exchanged rings and possibly at parting, when he left. No, Swedish customs are strict in such respects, and
they do not jest as far as the daughters are concerned.”
“But tell me,” I repeated, “have you declared your love to her?”
“Oh God, no! I hardly dared to permit her a faint understanding
of it. Whether or not she understood me, I do not know.”
“What do you want me to do then?”
“Watch over my treasure, keep an eye on everything regarding
her, and report it to me, and—if you are my friend and will do me the
greatest kindness I could ever receive from someone, then try to approach her at a convenient time and mention me to her; if she shows
the slightest interest upon hearing my name, then present her with
this letter” —he took it out of his letter-bag and fervently pressed it
into my hand— “which I have written from the fullness of my heart.
It is all the same if it becomes ever so old before reaching her hand.
My feelings will not have changed, even if it takes until my last day.”
I sincerely promised to do everything that Anton asked of me,
and we parted, each to travel his own way. Walking up and down the
deck of the steamship in my solitary reflections, I could not help but
compare Anton’s feelings for Maja with mine for her sister. Strange,
I said to myself, is this feeling we call love. Like the palm, it seems
only able to grow when it has been pressed down in its infancy. I have
also read somewhere that the tree of love must be watered with tears,
just as the tree of freedom must be watered with blood. Happy is the
one who carries such an all-absorbing feeling in his heart. When only
a hope, be it ever so small—not greater than Anton’s—inspires him,
then this little spark of hope is just as bliss-inducing as any certainty
could be. Yet marriage can surely be happy without passion; yes, it
is happiest without it. I reached Copenhagen’s customhouse amidst
such thoughts and went ashore, happy and in a lighthearted frame
of mind.
An old adage says: “The servant of the king goes before the servant of God.” I found it necessary to apply this maxim to the little, blind
servant of God, whom one is all too willing to allow to go before eve17
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rything else. I therefore attended to several necessary business matters
before I, precisely at noon, set foot in my future father-in-law’s house.
They were not expecting my arrival. I was let into a beautifully furnished hall, where the first thing to meet my eye was my Fido, who
lay on a trim pillow in a corner of the hall. Delighted, I flew towards
him and, without giving a thought to his immobility, bent over him in
order to pet him. One can imagine my surprise—I dare say, my horror! He was dead! My lovely, lively dog had been stuffed. His glossy
body was ice-cold; he stared horribly at me with dead glass eyes. I
was standing there as if I were dead and stuffed myself when the door
opened and Jette, with a cry of joy, threw her arms around my neck
and then ran towards the half-open door, shouting, “Mother, Mother,
my sweetheart is here!” A very beautiful and elegantly dressed woman
came in and greeted me with a hearty embrace, as though I had been
her own son. Now I was being led into a dayroom, but first I could not
help but turn towards the stuffed dog. Jette escorted me to him and
said, “I have cried many tears over your dog’s death, but did not want
to write to you about it because I wanted to surprise you. Isn’t he excellently stuffed? Doesn’t he look as though he were alive?” “Indeed,
all too much,” I answered, at pains to hide the depressed spirits into
which this well-intentioned but ill-considered surprise had put me.
Upon my entrance into the dayroom my displeasure was heightened
still more by the onerous company; there I found four unfamiliar ladies of different ages and appearances who were all presented to me as
united with the house in friendship or kinship. They were all, like the
house’s own women, zealously occupied with dressmaking. Tables,
sofa, and all of the chairs lay so full of finished and unfinished clothes
and needlework that Jette and a couple of the ladies had enough to do
just to find me a chair on which to sit. After a short stay, I wanted to go,
but they insisted so emphatically that I should remain and eat dinner
with them that I agreed to it, especially because I wished to become
better acquainted with my future father-in-law. I had often seen him,
but we had never approached one another. As soon as he came home,
he greeted me earnestly and courteously with words which were few
but substantial and began a quiet, unimportant conversation with me.
With great pains and effort, the table was cleared and finally set with
a striking lack of neatness and order, just as the very bad and scanty
18
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meal was strangely incongruous with the elegantly furnished, beautiful, though disordered rooms, and the fashionable, modernly dressed
ladies, who nearly fought over one and the same glass at table, all too
greedy to drain one half-quart of ale after another. Mr. H— alleviated
this suffering by asking for wine and wineglasses in order to drink
to my welcome. After an exceedingly long interval this, too, was acquired, and my future father-in-law proposed such a lovely toast to
me that I did not merely forget all of the previous petty unpleasantness, but even, with a brave front, swallowed a cup of the so-called
coffee, which Jette had made for me herself, but which under other
circumstances I would have gladly traded for the most horrible concoction. When Mr. H— made as if to go, I seized on this fortunate
opportunity to follow him. But the mother and daughter so pestered
me with their appeals to grant them this first evening I could spend
with them that I patiently put aside my hat and took a place with the
ladies, who were already sitting by their needlework again. With Mr.
H— gone, a quite moribund conversation began. I was asked about
my journey, about foreign cities. I strove in vain to be as entertaining
as I could, but, every time I began to get a little bit into the spirit, I was
interrupted by one of the ladies, who, after dropping me a quick “So
sorry!” made important and non-negotiable comments to the others
about their common work.
“For God’s sake, Louise! You’re turning this sleeve wrong!”
“No, I am surely not! But look, it is just like the other one.”
“Yes, since the other one is also wrong.”
Now a long discussion of that began. Then, from another quarter,
it sounded: “Mrs. H—, I have no more ribbon.”
Or: “Jette, give me a new sewing needle,” etc.
Next, one of them turned to me: “I beg your pardon a thousand
times that we had to interrupt you in the middle of a thought. We were
speaking of country life in England. It is very pleasant, you say?” And
it went on like this for a couple of hours, until with fervent pleasure I
saw the samovar being carried in. Although I am no lover of weak tea,
I still found fervent satisfaction in the whistling and simmering of the
machine, which seemed to me to be a far more reasonable conversation than the one we had recently conducted. Now the evening will
soon be over, I thought, but—what did the lady of the house do?
19
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Jette had hardly gotten up in order to serve the tea before her awful mother said, “Listen, Jette. As a reward for our diligence today,
we will amuse ourselves by hearing you play the sonata I am so very
fond of.”
“Oh yes, sweet Jette!” sounded from all quarters. Now Jette sat
down at the piano and played a monster of a sonata. It seemed to
me at least to be the longest piece of music I had ever heard in my
life. In my heart, I cursed the famous composer. The samovar also fell
asleep during the sonata, and, after many fruitless attempts to bring it
to life again, we finally began to enjoy the tepid weak tea, which the
industrious ladies brought to the work table they would not abandon.
Once this had been endured and the ladies, with many difficulties,
had gathered their implements and each packed up her own things, it
was nearly an hour after midnight.
Now there arose a great whispering between the friends and the
ladies of the house, whereupon Jette exclaimed, “You must not worry
about that! My sweetheart is a gallant cavalier; he will gladly escort all
of you home.” I was tremendously drowsy, still tired from the journey,
and in any case was anything but glad. However, since there was no
other alternative, I put on as good a face as possible and escorted these
four ladies to each of the town’s four corners. I did not arrive home
until three o’clock in the morning. How good of a mood I was in, I will
leave to the imagination.
With almost no variation, every day in my bride’s house passed
like this. Always the same disorder and unrest, the ceaseless sewing
of clothes, collars, cloaks, etc., as if nothing existed in the world other
than finery and fashions; always the same stinginess in everything
else. Only for some piece of clothing or for that which otherwise offered a vain luster were they not frugal; only this alone, one found,
was worth money and troubles. Mr. H—was, as I soon noticed, a man
who never wasted profitless words, never became hot-tempered, but
once he had his mind set on something, knew how to realize it. In the
meantime, I took care not to spend any more time in the house than
the necessary courtesy and attention strictly demanded. For a while,
like someone who had been on a binge the day before, I was so bewildered and empty-headed that no reasonable thought could find its
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place with me. Fortunately, I had many business matters to attend to; I
became absorbed in them and escaped to think about my own affairs.
A month after my homecoming, I was invited to have dinner with
the H—s. I had procured some tickets to a comedy, which I hoped
would delight the ladies of the house and, moreover, lighten the agony of being eternally in the company of the intolerable friends, who
were never absent. But it always seemed as though a sprite was playing a malignant game in that house, and so the day was now a complete Tycho Brahe day. Although they knew that we had to be at the
theater on time in order to get good seats, we did not sit down to table
until after five o’clock, and then the maid and the cat conspired so that
half the food was smoked and the other half stolen. We stood up from
table literally without having partaken of anything at all, not even a
glass of wine. This pleasant celebration was even enhanced in that
Mr. H— was in low spirits and against all custom got into a fearsome
altercation with his lady about the two rooms he had reserved on the
upper floor to accommodate his eldest daughter, who was expected
in the spring. “She shall have what she is accustomed to,” said he,
“and she shall direct the housekeeping; I am tired of this way of life.”
Softening his tone in the next moment, he added, “It is time, Mother,
for you to get more rest and liberty. You must understand me! I do not
think that you are an old woman. On the contrary! In my eyes, you are
still young and beautiful, but since our girls are grown now, the domestic duties should fall to them. Jette shall sew her trousseau. Maja
shall manage the housekeeping. She knows how to arrange a house
as it ought to be; she has learned that from her uncle. He knew how
to live, and how to save in the proper manner.” With a sadness that
I had never before seen in him, he took his glass, and, as if he would
drink to the memory of the deceased, raised it, adding, “And what did
he not understand?” He brought the glass to his lips and said, “God
gladden him in His paradise!” He emptied it, with tears in his eyes.
The lady of the house was silent for a moment and then said, “Yes,
then let Maja direct the housekeeping; she has no talents with which
to divert herself, as Jette does.”
“Oh, what? Talents!” said Mr. H—. “I turn up my nose at talents
which make life more pleasant, but, like display dishes, are only for
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decoration, and are without life or nourishment. Maja does not have
talents? Among other things, she sings like a siren.”
“Like a siren, Father!” cried Jette, laughing. “Can flowers sing? I
hadn’t heard that before!”
“Yes, there we have immediate proof of Jette’s good upbringing,”
shouted the father. “I should not say it in her fiancé’s presence, but the
dense ignorance in which our young, talented girls grow up nowadays is exceptional. They cannot understand a poem or a painting. In
school, they read geography, history, languages, and God knows what
else, but they know neither heaven nor earth, neither biblical history
nor mythology. They fool around with French and German but cannot understand a book in these languages. Can you remember how
you praised Jette’s understanding and good heart for the emotion she
showed at the exhibition, upon seeing that exquisite tableau by Thorvaldsen which depicts Ganymede and Jupiter’s eagle? She said that it
must be the young Napoleon; her friends were of the same opinion,
and they cried together from fervent compassion.”
The lady of the house became angry and was about to reply, when,
at that very moment, the lamentable news arrived that there was nothing to be had from the nearest restaurant, from which they had intended to fetch a substitute for the lost dinner. In the next moment the
door opened, and a postman came in with the words, “Bon appétit!”
which under these circumstances nearly sounded like sarcasm. He
delivered a letter to Mr. H—. After Mr. H— had scanned it in haste,
his face cleared up. “It is from Maja,” he said. “She will definitely be
coming in the spring.” He stood up; we others followed his example.
He approached his wife, said some kind words in apology, and kissed
Jette. By then it was already long past comedy-time, but the ladies still
wanted to go. Mr. H— and I both escorted them and, with great pains,
procured a place for them to see what was left of the play. At his invitation, I then followed him to a restaurant, where we treated ourselves
to a private room. At this meal, Mr. H— was an amiable host, elated
and capricious, as I had never seen him before. Finally, he got us a
bottle of champagne, and when we had both become enlivened and
open-hearted, he said, “I still have not made you an apology for the
lack of courtesy I showed by not answering your letter, in which you
asked for my daughter’s hand. My wife wanted to answer right away,
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and I myself do not know what prevented me. I will confess to you; I
feel that I have done wrong by this child. My love for my first wife and
the daughter who resembles her has made me—since the rashness of
my youth made me a husband and a father a second time— careless
and neglectful in respect to my younger daughter’s upbringing. But
nature and fate have been better than I have been. Jette is a good girl,
and by the side of a man like yourself, she will become a respectable
wife, that I do hope. Since I have become better acquainted with you,
you have become dearer to me with every day. I feel that I will love
you as a son and hope that you have been chosen to make my wrong
right again. It is also a great consolation to think that when death
calls for me someday, there lives in you a brother and a protector of
my Maja, my poor girl, abandoned by the man she loved from childhood, and deprived of her fatherly friend, who loved her so much.”
He clapped his hand on his forehead, looked at his watch, and jumped
up. “It is time we fetched our ladies from the comedy,” he said.
This conversation seemed to have a soothing effect on me. I found
more and more in my future father-in-law a friend and dear companion, which sweetened the many nearly unbearable hours in his house.
Even the lady of the house, with all her weaknesses, was always kind
and good-natured towards me. Indeed, Jette’s manners became more
unpleasant to me by the day; but, on the other hand, she gave me
so many examples of her good heart, of the affection with which she
strove to guess my desires, that the thought of breaking a connection
that was only the fruit of a thousand-times-repented rashness could
not seriously arise for me. Quite a few circumstances in my external
relations made it easier to postpone my marriage, which before my
homecoming I had intended to hasten. I attempted to use this time
to impart a little more taste and genuine culture to my fiancée. But
these attempts were all shipwrecked on the unrest of the house, the
many friends, the misplaced industry that really only consisted in a
sort of fussiness, and the numerous snip-snaps of domestic bliss. With
breathless anticipation, I looked forward to the day that would bring
the sister, who had been painted for me with such different colors. In
one thing, however, these pictures corresponded: she was unhappy,
naturally melancholy, and needed the encouragement and indulgence
of those closest to her. This thought already oppressed me, since I was
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in low spirits myself and needed the consolation and mercy that I in
happier days had always found it a joy to grant to someone sad. It
was certainly also true that Mr. H—’s house could not endure the least
increase in duties, inconveniences, or domestic unpleasantness. The
long winter thus passed in the meantime. Spring came: violets, larks,
swallows, May, and Maja.
I had been in the countryside for a few days. I came back to town
in the evening and, according to duty and obligation, to my fiancée.
After the initial greetings, Jette shouted, “The Swedish sister has
come. Come and let me present you to her.” She pulled me with her
upstairs and opened the door to a room where—I do not know how
to explain it, but it already seemed that the air I inhaled was different.
It appeared as if it were suffused with the vapors of spring. Here it
was so neat, so peaceful and quiet, as if this little room were a temple.
With a screen for light, a woman sat by a table writing, quite absorbed
in herself, it seemed. Jette opened the door very gently, and we looked
inside. Jette called out, “Maja! Here I am with my sweetheart!” The
lady who had been writing quickly sprang up and came over to meet
us. This, then, was Maja! How different from my idea of her! Extremely fine and light of build, she was a small girl whose youthful, childlike, and cheerful appearance seemed very much to suggest the name
she shared with the nymph (who gave birth to the quick, light-flying,
eloquent god who irons out people’s fates in life and in death) and the
smiling spring month that is dedicated to her. I apologized for having
disturbed her writing. She answered with a voice whose melodiousness went into the soul, with the more sonorous accent of our neighbors’ beautiful language, beautified still more by a blending of the
Danish pronunciation: “Oh, bless me! The post does not go out until
tomorrow; I can write home then. Home? That was not well put! No,
my home is here with my own.” And with these words she took Jette’s
hand, squeezed it affectionately, and came down with us. The whole
evening, I could not turn my eyes from this new sight. I thought about
Anton’s remark: “See her for yourself! No words can express what
she is.” For that which constituted her beauty, which no words could
describe, was a remarkable expression in her physiognomy and her
whole being: something so soulful, which at once expressed intellect
and piety, deep seriousness and gentleness. She was certainly no regu24
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lar beauty, but nothing finer or lovelier could be found, nothing which
more resembled a recently blossomed flower. Her sky-blue eyes were
not large nor, at first glance, beautiful. But when one met these eyes,
it was like seeing a glimpse of a higher nature. Her extraordinarily
small mouth was splendidly beautiful, surrounded by the loveliest
features, and showed two lovely rows of pearl. Her noble, snow-white
forehead was enhanced by her keenly shining light-brown hair. And
I never saw such beautiful colors, such lilies and pale roses, as those
which blossomed on her face and throat, and which glistened on her
high, beautiful, vaulted breast. If the south produces the best colors in
the flowers that sprout in the field, then the north has the advantage
in that it grants its daughters a flower-beauty, with which the southern beauties at least only seldom shine. In short, I felt that I had lost
myself completely in seeing and hearing this girl, and went home in
a blessed ecstasy, the true nature of which I reluctantly rendered an
account.
From now on, Mr. H—’s house gradually took on a completely
different appearance. A previously unknown peacefulness, order,
and neatness, a rational economy equally far from wastefulness and
stinginess, unfolded itself and drove away the opposite extremes.
The lady of the house, Jette, and the friends carried on their old ways
undisturbed in the same dayroom. Sometimes Maja zealously took
part in their busyness, and then the work and conversation got a new
and different life. But at other times we gathered in the hall, where
Maja, according to her father’s wishes, had moved her piano, and
over this hung the oft-mentioned uncle’s picture—an excellent, manly
face! Now Mr. H— always spent the evening at home and sometimes
brought one or another acquaintance with him, which he had never
done before. Mother, daughters, and friends all gathered at long last,
and no dissonance resounded so cuttingly as before. In the meantime,
what pleased me most was the manner in which all of these changes
were put into effect. No one might think that Maja’s stepmother had
lost her standing in the house. No, on the contrary! Maja always appealed to her with gentle, daughterly deference; it appeared to everyone as if she were only performing her mother’s commands and
seemed quite content with this.
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Every evening, at Mr. H—’s request, Maja had to play and sing
for him. What a voice! What singing! What playing! She never sang
anything other than ballads and little songs, which she accompanied
on the piano. In early French poetry, one often encounters the phrase:
“Marier sa voix au son de la lyre.”3 Now, for the first time, the meaning
of this was clear to me, since Maja understood how to adapt the instrument to her song in such a way that it sounded as if the most intimate
union bound them together. Normally, the same could be said of text
and melody, when the poet and the composer have more or less done
their job. Jette played much more difficult pieces and had far greater
proficiency than Maja. But Maja played and sang from the pages of
the ballads that were presented to her, while Jette had rehearsed her
sonatas for many months in advance; consequently, Maja’s songs always had the interest of novelty, whereas one detested Jette’s sonatas
and arias and was weary of them before properly getting to hear them.
Maja knew how to iron out all of this and always set off her sister’s talent, not as something she considered a duty, but as something which
seemed to give her real enjoyment. In all things, she was natural and
true, and always knew how to make it right:
Mit festem Schritte wandelt sie
Die schmale Mittelbahn des Schicklichen,
Unwissend, daß sie Anbetung erzwungen,
Wo sie vom eignen Beyfall nie geträumt.4
Schiller, Don Carlos, Act 2, Scene 15
I was no inexperienced youth; my feelings for this girl were no
doubt familiar to me, but what was unfamiliar was the frightful power
of the passion. I had still never met a woman who answered to my
ideal of feminine charm, and did not think that such a thing existed in
this world. I did not know what it meant to say: “to love in spirit and
in truth.”5 I had always felt a secret contempt for those who did not
have the manly power to withstand the madness of the passions; nor
did it occur to me now to suspect that it should go so far with me. In
this, I was strengthened by the strange contradiction in my mind that
it was sometimes a consolation for me to blame Maja in my thoughts,
and that I often came to think of Jette’s remark about her, that she was
so “stiff and dignified, that no one could figure her out.” How unfair
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it seemed, as it was certain that no person could be more straightforward, unconstrained, and far from all dignified caprices; but that remark was nevertheless not without reason, for—notwithstanding that
Maja associated with everyone with the greatest freedom and openheartedness, and never concealed her opinion—there was still something so restrained in her whole being, such an immovable silence
about her closest relations and her heart’s affairs, that it really was
impossible to figure her out. One thing often occupied me, namely the
question as to whether she had or still loved her bridegroom of old, if
she grieved over the loss of him. Once I believed I was close to finding
the key to the riddle, when I witnessed a conversation on that subject.
Her parents reproached her for still corresponding with a person who
had thus insulted her. “Insulted me!” she exclaimed. “No, he has honored me! He would not deceive me; he would not receive from me the
faithfulness that he could not return. Therefore, I shall honor him and
thank him, so long as I live.”
“No!” cried Jette. “If you had loved him, as I love my sweetheart,”
—and in the very next moment she kissed me— “then you would not
have been able to let go of him so easily.”
Maja lowered her eyes and replied, considerably bewildered, “Indeed, the more I loved him, the more I feared making him unhappy.”
The lady of the house began to speak: “How could you have made
him unhappy? He was publicly engaged to you. You ought to have
held him to his word, fulfilled your duties to him, and sought to reclaim his heart; and he would certainly have become a good husband
without any difficulty.”
“Reclaim his heart! Fulfill my duties! Oh, God! All this seems
impossible to me under such circumstances. We should promise to
share good and bad. What does that mean? Good and bad fortunes?
Husband and wife are of course obliged to share them. But good and
bad in a higher sense: melancholy hours, small, insignificant joys and
wishes; tolerant with each other’s weaknesses; fused together in the
same belief in everything beautiful and good. Only that, it seems to
me, is a marriage. Can it exist without love?” Suddenly she broke into
tears, kissed the lady of the house’s hand, and said with a sweet, soft
voice, “Forgive me for speaking so fervently. I cannot stand it when
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those closest to me speak unkindly about Henning F— and fail to appreciate him.”
She loves him, I said to myself and felt all the blood mount in my
cheeks at this thought. Mr. H— sat with Maja; he bent down to her
and said, “I cannot think of that person without indignation. Look,
Maja! I am not yet an old man, but do you see these gray hairs, which
threaten to overwhelm the brown? For them, I thank him.”
With inexpressible grace, Maja slung her arms around her father’s
neck, wet the gray hairs with her tears, and said, “Oh, father! For my
sake?”
“No, my child! It is not your fault! You have handled it well.”
“No, dear father! I have not; I had no choice.”
“He has distressed you, my girl! Be honest!”
Maja smiled: “Yes, I will not lie. It distressed me at first, but to my
shame I will confess that I soon perceived how much my wounded
vanity had a role in my sorrow. It was really only for a moment. And
believe me, I now sense that all of this was for the best, and I thank
God for it.” She does not love him, I thought now.
When she later left the room, her distressed father said, “How
she defends him, the poor child! I know well that she still loves him!”
And I went home deep in thought, no wiser than I had come, and this
conversation was a theme which I varied unceasingly in my mind for
many days.
From this scene, one will see how familiarly I was treated in my
future father-in-law’s house. Even Maja showed me splendid attention, but also with her typical restraint, which I, for all my resentment
of it, had to confess made her even more charming. A circumstance,
which I cannot call unexpected, soon showed me the strength of the
fetters in which I had ensnared myself.
I had not forgotten my promise to Anton B—, but I always had
thousands of excuses to delay the execution of it, among others the
great difficulty of having a conversation in private with Maja. In the
meantime, I had mentioned him to her several times, and she had
shown much interest in him and expressed how thankfully she recollected the sympathy and helpfulness he had shown her during her
uncle’s illness and at his death. Once, when I knew that Jette and her
mother would take part in an outing in the woods the next day, but
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that Maja would remain home in order to be with her father (who had
excused himself, just as I had, with business), I thought that I now
had the best opportunity to carry out the errand imposed on me. The
confusion I fell into at the mere thought that my mission could succeed was so horrible that no cabinet minister, whose life and welfare
were at stake, could tremble more over the failure of what has been
entrusted to him. The more I thought about it, the more reasonable
it seemed to me that Anton’s impetuous love might move her; yes, it
even seemed to me to be wholly probable that she loved him already.
I considered it unnatural and unjust to demand of myself that I should
work for what would bring me to despair.
Now I first sensed how far it had gone with me. I perceived all of
the disastrousness in my relation to these two sisters. My position of
late had become completely unbearable. The grace that shone through
all of Maja’s words and concerns was so incongruous with the indelicacy and tastelessness that marked those of Jette that the thought that
I should bear witness to these words—yes, in part to be the object
of them— for the rest of my life was exceedingly loathsome to me.
I needed all of my composure when she, as was unfortunately often
the case, wanted me to sit with her hand in mine for nearly a whole
hour; yes, she even seated herself on my lap without ceremony and
threw her arms around my neck. In front of a third party, caresses
such as these always seemed unbecoming to me. Painful beyond all
description were those of this sort in Maja’s presence. They seemed
extremely immodest and awkward, and I always sought to leave the
room. The foolish role I played at such moments brought me to despair, and when in such a mood I drew back brusquely, Jette looked at
me with a pair of eyes from which shone so much astonishment and
distress over my behavior that I had to feel the greatest compassion
for the poor girl, whom nature and upbringing had denied grace (that
which pleased me most of all), and whose greatest misfortune was to
have fallen into my hands.
There was no more pretense for postponing our alliance. Without really having asked for or gotten my consent, they had selected
the beginning of next winter for our wedding. Every day I saw the
women working on the hated trousseau, with which they were always
pestering me. Many times I even had to see Maja taking part in these
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preparations. Anyone who has not been in a similar situation cannot
imagine my trouble and perplexity. All of these torments appeared
vividly before me, and after I had endured a frightful struggle with
myself throughout the night, I only found rest in the thought that I
would leave again and at some point tear myself loose from everything that surrounded me. At this moment, an opportunity was just
at hand. I strove with all of my might to seize it, and since I was so
fortunate as to be liked by my superiors, I hoped to fulfill my desire.
I resolved now to conscientiously carry out my friend’s errand, and
then to withdraw as soon as possible, leaving the threatening future
to the prevailing stars.
When I visited Maja the next day, she sat alone at her needlework.
The unmistakable pleasure she showed upon seeing me nearly upset all of my good intentions. With what great difficulty, with what
a beating heart (as if I spoke for myself), did I finally present my
charge. Maja, who with tense expectation had fastened her eyes on
me, lowered them to the floor when she finally comprehended the
gist of my speech and blushed so that not merely her face became
moistened with a crimson tinge, but also her lovely neck; yes, her
breast and arms, which were covered by a diaphanous, white dress,
shone through the thin material with a brightness resembling the setting sun. I could hear my heart beating. After a moment’s silence, she
answered me earnestly: “I am very sorry! I have never dreamt of being
loved by Mr. B—, and I cannot love him.”
I had taken out his letter and extended it to her; she made no move
to receive it: “Won’t you at least read his letter, which he has written to
you from ‘the fullness of his heart’? Such were his own words.”
She made a move as if to stretch out her hand, but suddenly reflected. “No!” she said. “I cannot read this letter. He has written it,
you say, from ‘the fullness of his heart.’ He certainly would not have
done that if he had known all of my feelings. No, he shall not unburden himself to someone who cannot take up his words with the same
disposition in which they were written. I beg you, tell him this, and
tell him that he must see in my refusal to receive his letter a proof of
my esteem and friendship.” The fineness inherent in these words, the
lovely dignity with which they were delivered, the joy I felt at learning that she did not love Anton, all of this transported me in such a
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way that I was close to casting myself at her feet when, fortunately,
her father came home at that moment. Maja was extremely dispirited,
such as I had never seen her before. Mr. H— asked her, according to
custom, if she would sing and play the piano. She excused herself and
provided me with a book, from which she asked me to read to her and
her father. She did not look up from her needlework and spoke very
little the rest of the evening. The next day, these clouds disappeared
from her heavenly clear countenance, but for a long time it seemed to
me as if she were always avoiding me. It pained me, and I could not
refrain from redoubling my attention to her to such a degree that her
stepmother became suspicious and let me feel it with much bitterness.
Jette, on the other hand, was unconcerned; it had not entered her
mind that her publicly betrothed bridegroom could have any feelings
or will other than that which would please her—an idea which was
doubly strange in a family where an example of the opposite was still
fresh and new. “What I know,” she would often say, “is that, by God,
my sweetheart and I, we love each other completely!”
The poor Anton, to whom I had been able to send the rejection
by post, wrote back right away and, contrary to my expectation, with
tolerable calm. “How could I expect,” he wrote, “that such an angel
should be able to love me? I never really dared to hope that. I merely wished that she would endure my love, and allow me to live and
work for her happiness and contentment. I will endure every sacrifice.
I will honor her and consider her a sister; if she would merely grant
me her hand, bear my name, make me blissful by her proximity, and
allow me the hope of winning her affection with time. I cannot let go
of this hope. I have no other thoughts. The only thing that could put
an end to these expectations would be the certainty that she loved
another. Sometimes it occurs to me that if I were certain of this, and all
hope were gone, then I could rest.”
When Anton asked that I inform Maja of these utterances of his,
I went—friendship, forgive me!—with a far lighter heart than before,
but sought in vain for several days to speak with her alone. Finally, I
found a moment in which I provided her with this letter and, with a
few words, asked her to read it. By the next evening, she had returned
it to me unnoticed, together with a little sealed letter from her, addressed to Anton. I cannot describe the strange impression that this
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made on me. A letter from Maja! In my hands! I contemplated the
beautiful handwriting, the little red seal. It seemed I envied Anton
that his name had been written by her hand, that she directed her
sweet words to him. I had to overcome myself in order to part with
this letter and to bring it, enclosed in some words from me, to the
post office. It never occurred to me that, in a few days, I should see it
again. That is to say, the next post brought me an answer from Anton,
who began with these words: “Read the enclosed letter.” I recognized
Maja’s hand right away, and did not need to be asked twice; I took it
up eagerly and read the following:
“Your friend has informed me of your last letter to him, and I have
read it with much thankfulness for your goodness, with astonishment
over your feelings for such an insignificant girl, and with pain over
not being able to return the affection you express for me. In order to
calm you, I will make every permissible sacrifice. Thus, I will give you
proof right away by making a confession to you, which costs me real
effort. You say that if you were certain that I loved another, then you
think you could rest. Well, I really do love another, but the circumstances of this love are such that it can never become anything other
than what it is: a quiet feeling, which lives merely in my own heart
and has not the least influence on some other being. But since I have
firmly resolved to never marry a man that I do not love, it follows
that you really shall never see me in another’s arms; and I assure you
that the love with which you have honored me is in every respect far
less unfortunate than the one I have entrusted to you. I have already
learned so much in the school of adversity that I know how to make
its burdens bearable, and I therefore hope that this shall not ruin my
life either. As I say this, it is a great consolation for me to think that
what has been possible for a poor girl must be easy for a man like
you.”
Upon reading these lines, I first felt so madly jealous of this unknown fortunate one, whose image lived in Maja’s quiet heart, that I
tore up and down the floor like a lunatic, handing myself over to the
infernal torment that had consumed my mind. Finally, I took up Anton’s letter, which I still had not read. He cursed his love, all women,
and particularly his rival; the earth was too small to contain both him
and his bitter enemy. His rage cooled my blood. Seeing his impetuous32
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ness, I became ashamed of my own. In the pain of the first moment,
he had written this letter with his customary hastiness, and, what was
worse, without further reflection he had sent me Maja’s, whose contents he did not have the right to entrust to anyone. I nearly had to
laugh at the gross self-delusion that had induced him to seek peace
in a revelation that had enraged him. I read Maja’s letter again. These
simple words so perfectly represented this charming girl. What noble
character spoke in each line! What fineness and dignity, what a sensible effort to console an unhappy lover and at the same time to cure
him of all hope! All of my troubles disappeared in the pure enjoyment
of admiring the beloved, in blissful joy over her perfection.
I was torn out of my reflections by a message that brought me
the long-desired order to travel without delay on the errand I had
sought permission to carry out. This order seemed to be heaven-sent.
It postponed my wedding, removed me from my oppressive relations
for some time, and gave me the freedom to reflect and to exert myself in order to reclaim my equanimity. What do I want here? I said
to myself. Maja loves another, and I ought only to be her friend and
brother. I will strive to regard her as a celestial being, an angel, who
must not be the object of an earthly love. Ah, she really is such a being,
indeed. I will honor and protect her, remaining thankful that this can
continue to be my lot; and this happiness and her father’s friendship
can give me compensation for whatever is prickly in my alliance with
this family.
I will not speak of the scenes of crying and convulsions, the
spasms and swoons, which my unexpected departure caused Jette,
her mother, and even the oft-mentioned friends. With my courageous
father-in-law’s help, I tore myself loose from all of this, embraced him
heartily, pressed a warm kiss on the completely silent Maja’s hand,
and quickly withdrew from her and my hometown, almost in the
same season as when I had returned the year before.
My journey and my undertakings were extremely successful. I endeavored in all forms to reclaim my spiritual freedom. With the greatest zeal, I accomplished what I had undertaken, giving myself over to
my love for art and science, and took part in all sorts of diversions and
entertainments. In short, I honestly used all of the antidotes for passion which I had ever imagined to be effective. But sometimes when
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I thought myself to be on the way to recovery, one or another trifling
thing always occurred which brought me back full circle, as for example: an expression in a letter from home; a melody heard before under
different circumstances; a likeness, often very distant, with the image
that seemed the loveliest to me; a dream, a dream, or whatever you
might call the small gods of love that Cupid sends out to keep watch
over his slave and prevent his escape.
After eight months passed, my business was finished, and I could
not postpone returning home. I think I came home unchanged, and
found everything else unchanged. In every respect, it was as if I had
not been away at all.
A few days after my homecoming, it was my birthday. So many
recollections from childhood and youth cleave to this day of the year.
Strangely, I was in a good frame of mind, and in particular the memory of my deceased brother had become quite vivid for me. In order
to prevent all unpleasant fuss, I had not mentioned to my new family
that it was my birthday. Yet with a certain childish delight, I figured
that I had to make it pleasant for myself, without quite knowing how
that could happen. In the evening, when I sat with my usual circle, I
heard Maja playing the piano and singing in the hall, where her father sat with her. It was the first time since my homecoming that I
had heard these sweet tones. Right away, I sought a reason to leave
the room, where I was sitting with the lady of the house, Jette, and
their friends, who on this evening were quite numerous and exceedingly busy. I sat unnoticed by the piano and gave myself over to the
long-missed enjoyment of seeing and hearing, undisturbed, the fair
object of all my desires. It appeared as if she had become paler and
still finer than before, as if the little melancholy expression that often
hovered around her mouth were more perceptible. When she sang, I
often thought that she expressed and declared an infatuation, a richness of love, which otherwise never had been observed in her, so that
my enjoyment of her songs partly consisted in the illusion provided
by the poet’s amorous words on her lips. It often seemed that they
were directed to me, accompanied by her beautiful tones.
It was a fine summer evening. The sun was setting just below the
window and casting its reddish rays on the figure that for me was the
most beautiful in the world. Some of these rays even fell on my Fido
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(who always lay at the same place where I first had found him) and
illuminated his dead glass eyes in a grotesque manner. The strangest
thoughts arose in me. I had once compared my faithfulness to Jette to
this dog. These words seemed prophetic to me. Then, he lived. Now,
he lay there motionless on a trim pillow and stared at me, like a picture of faithfulness that did not have life or soul, and to which I had
devoted myself poorly. Maja had just sung Clara’s romance from the
first act of Ludlam’s Cave.6 This piece of music has always seemed a
paragon of a romance to me. The romantic, the visionary in it has always seized me in a peculiar way. That evening, the words made a
deep impression on me as well. Thus, I had returned with a torn sail
to myself, in order to seek the island of love. When the song was finished, I said, “I think you left something out. You see, it says in the
romance, ‘Yet the heart will not weigh anchor with its hope.’”
Maja turned the pages of the score. “It doesn’t say that here,” she
said. “A verse must have been left out then.”
“That was very bad of whoever did that, for it is a very beautiful
thought.”
Maja gave no reply, but sang some other things. In the meantime,
Mr. H— had left the room. We were alone. She made as if to stand. I
seized her hand, thanked her for her song, and, carried away by sentiment, repeated involuntarily, sotto voce, as I pressed her hand to my
lips: “Yet the heart will not weigh anchor with its hope.”
Maja blushed and said, as if in jest, “Yet the heart must have done
that, for here there is neither anchor nor hope.” Hardly were these
words pronounced before the sorrowful meaning within them seized
us both. We looked at each other and were silent. Maja stayed seated,
let her right hand run over the keys of the piano, and unconsciously
repeated the postlude of that beautiful romance in weak tones.
“Dear Maja!” I said, my voice stirred. “Those were ill-fated words
you said to me there, and on my birthday, too! Yes, it is really true; it
is my birthday.”
“And you kept it a secret from us!” she exclaimed.
“Don’t speak of it,” I replied. “No one shall know except for you.
You see, I have neither father nor mother, and I have lost my brother
as well. All those who have made this day dear to me are gone. I am
not in the mood to speak about this with anyone. You have celebrated
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my birthday with your beautiful song. I have enjoyed this evening
splendidly. I could almost wish that I had celebrated this day for the
last time.”
To my surprise, Maja burst into tears. She laid her right arm on
the edge of the instrument, hid her face in it, and cried quietly. I seized
her left hand, pressed it to my breast, to my lips, to my tearful eyes.
Fastened around her wrist was a bracelet, on which Cupid was depicted. Melted completely by her tears, I involuntarily bent my knee
before her and said, “Oh Maja, most adorable of all girls! Give me this
bracelet as a gift on my birthday. It shall follow me in life and in death.
Give me this picture of the little god who has played so cruelly with
my poor heart! Give it to me as a memento of this unforgettable hour!”
Maja raised her head, wiped away her tears, and, looking at me
with a gentle, earnest gaze, said, “No, not this image; you should recollect your sister Maja with a better symbol.” From her earring she
removed a small cross mounted with rubies, and, taking my hand, she
placed the cross in it and said, “This symbol is the anchor, which ‘the
heart shall not weigh.’” She then got up and left the room. I remained
behind alone. I kissed the little cross and put it on my person. Not
capable of mixing with the rest of the company, I went in to them for
a moment, made a short apology, and hurried home, blissfully inebriated, shaken to the innermost core of my being, and incapable of any
other thought than this: Maja loves me! It is me whom she loves! Now
let come what may! Nothing can depress or humiliate me anymore!
The next morning, Mr. H— visited me to ask about my health
with fond concern, since the previous evening I had professed a sudden indisposition as the reason for my hasty departure. “I missed you
very much,” he said. “When I came down to the others, the poor little
girls sat so quietly and abandoned, for I was in a very bad mood. As
far as that goes, I usually follow the good practice of pretending, but
last night it would not work.”
“Has something unpleasant happened to you, dear Father?” (I
had long since called him this, more from fervent affection and after
the daughters’ example than in consideration of our future relation.)
“No,” he answered, “nothing has happened to me; my trouble
is merely the fear that the worst will happen. Yes, the worst for me!
That of seeing my Maja lowered down into her mother’s early grave.”
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A shudder ran through me. He continued, “Last night she was again
so pale; she so completely resembled my lovely wife in her last days.
You must find her changed yourself. It is clear that she is grieving, that
a secret worm consumes my little rose. Last winter, when you were
away, you should have seen how frequently she sought the chance to
sit by the piano in the twilight until it was completely dark, and then,
when we had the light brought in, everyone could see that she had
been crying. No, God forsake Henning F—! I wish him no harm, but
he has poisoned her beautiful youth.” These painful and bewildering words, which I thought I understood better than he did himself,
instantly deprived me of speech, and, before I could compose myself,
we were interrupted.
When I was alone, it seemed clear to me which route I had to take
now. Maja loved me! Love for me was the worm that consumed the
rose, which was bound to her noble father’s fate. I had no choice, I
thought. All of my misgivings had to be put aside for the sole necessity: to save the beloved. I made my decision. I would make Maja’s and
Jette’s father the confidant of my heart. I could not wish for a nobler
friend; no one could better understand or be more capable of helping
me. At the time in the afternoon he customarily spent in his private
room, I went to his house with this purpose. I knocked on his door; it
did not open. I went into the hall, where to my astonishment I found
Jette completely alone, sitting in a corner. “Mother is out; Maja is, too,”
she said in a voice in which the crying was perceptible. I looked at
her; her eyes were completely red. In response to my inquiry, she delivered the following words, interrupted by violent weeping and sobbing: “Time and again mother has told me that you don’t really love
me. But I never wanted to believe it, since before God and all people
you are my sweetheart, and I can’t believe anything bad about you.
But last night I dreamt so vividly, like it really had happened, that
Father came and brought me a letter from you, in which there was…
the same contents as in Henning’s letter to Maja when he broke with
her. I have cried the whole night in my sleep, and if this dream were to
come to pass, and you could be so hard towards me, then I’d ask God
to let this poor girl die, since I wouldn’t care at all to be in this wicked
world anymore.”
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How I remained in a sound frame of mind during this indictment
is impossible to describe. Without saying a word, I took Jette’s hand,
kissed it, and hurried out of the house. I walked with hasty strides, as
though I wanted to escape from a pursing nemesis. Whither, I did not
know, and when I at last came to, I found myself far outside of town.
I walked around until just after midnight, torn apart by a thousand
painful feelings, the most painful of which was bitter dissatisfaction
with myself. In the meantime, another circumstance had intervened,
and a new pain, which I was far from suspecting, was awaiting me.
The next morning, Mr. H— came to see me again. It was as if his
face were transfigured. “Dear friend,” said he, “yesterday you took
such a heartfelt part in my concerns; today you must share my joy.
Why were you not with us last night to witness our surprise? As we
were sitting with our quiet thoughts, the door flies open and a person
comes tearing in. He rushes up to me, nearly smothers me in his embrace, and casts himself at Maja’s feet with a stream of tears and incoherent words. You have already certainly guessed that it was Henning
F—. Think of our surprise. He is not married! There had been a tiff
between him and his sweetheart over religion, since she is Catholic.
Maja probably knew from his letters that something of the sort was
the case, but she is too faithful and silent to let anyone intimate what
he had entrusted to her. Meanwhile, she had not heard from him for
a long time and thought that everything was ironed out. She dreamt
least of all of his arrival.
“What does he want now, then?” I asked, hardly able to produce
these words.
“What does he want? Naturally, like every other sinner, he wants
forgiveness and mercy. And in truth, he is a repentant sinner! His old
love for my daughter seems to have awakened with a redoubled fervor.”
“And Maja?” I hardly had the courage to pose this question.
“Yes, Maja surprised me indeed,” he answered. “She was extremely happy to see him again, but otherwise she did not exactly receive
him with such great delight, like the prodigal son’s father in the Gospel. And when Henning, who is fiery and without any dissimulation,
pressed her hard to renew their former alliance right away, she answered earnestly, ‘Not like this, Henning! We have both learned that
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such promises are not a jest. Tomorrow, we will speak with each other
about it in private.’ When he looked at her, distressed, she gave him
her hand and said, ‘Come to me early tomorrow, good Henning, dear
friend and brother! We have much to talk about. Much has happened
since we last saw each other.’ And with this the conversation took another turn. They began to talk about his blessed father, and they both
cried.” Mr. H— fished out his watch. “At this hour, he is with her, and
the devil knows what might be necessary should so handsome and
charming a man not know how to win a girl who loves him, after all,
and has grieved so much for his sake. But God help us! What do you
need, my dear friend? You’ve become as pale as a corpse!” How I answered, I do not know. The only thing I know about the rest of the conversation was that I promised to come to dinner and present myself.
Now he stood before me, this detested rival. How handsome he
was! What an expression of power and good nature! How open-hearted! How warm and hearty! It was impossible for me to hate him; perhaps my jealousy became stronger the more I noticed his advantages,
but the hateful, wicked feelings disappeared thanks to the manner
in which he received me, the sincere, simple, and yet fine manner in
which he associated with me and all others. Nor did Maja give me an
occasion for jealousy. In her glance, in her tone towards me, there was
something—I do not know how to explain it—something so sweet,
shy, something, in short, which added fuel to my proud thoughts
from the previous evening. Henning, on the other hand, associated
with her as if she were his sister. She was less reserved with him than
with any other man, and yet there was nothing erotic—if I may thus
express myself—in her whole bearing towards him. They also said
du to each other, and when Jette remarked that they had actually not
done so before, Maja answered, “Well, as children we were duus. After
several years’ absence, when we saw each other again as grown-ups,
we did not say du to each other anymore. But, after our last separation,
we have renewed the good relations of our childhood.”
I could not deny that our circle gained considerably from Henning’s presence. The more I saw of him, the more I marveled at the
originality of his personality, which simultaneously seemed to distinguish itself with a high sense of honor, a determined uprightness, a
great improvidence, a manly courage, and a nearly womanly softness.
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His beauty and manners made him a favorite of the fair sex, and it
seemed as if it were impossible for him to resist any temptation from
that quarter. The attention and politeness that he showed Mrs. H—
and Jette prejudiced them entirely in his favor, so that Jette burst out
daily with the words, “My God! How sweet Henning is!” In our daily
interactions, he was not shy about his courtship of Maja; no, he even
commandeered our commerce in an effort to reach his goal, while
Maja continually avoided conversations of that nature.
One evening, as we all sat intimately around the table, Henning
happened to say, “That whole year, when I stood guard by a convent
wall….” When Jette observed that he had never told us the facts of
his broken engagement, he answered, unconstrained, “It is told easily enough. My Beatrice and I really were engaged, and our wedding
date was set. We loved each other to distraction, and neither of us
dreamed there was anything that could separate us, since we had
her parents’ consent, and Maja’s noble-mindedness had obtained my
father’s for me. Beatrice’s father was a Frenchman; he had nothing
against my being a Protestant. In a short time, his business would take
him to Paris; I would marry Beatrice there. But her mother had been
away; she was a Roman, and when she came from her hometown back
to Florence, where we all were, and she learned that I was what she
called a heretic, she shook heaven and earth, and, with the help of
her father confessor, she made hell so hot for her daughter that when
there was no more hope of converting me, Beatrice departed with
her mother in secret. And when her father and I went after them, we
found my poor Beatrice as a novice in a convent not far from Rome.
I was like a madman. For a whole year, I spent most of the night by
this convent wall, without any other consolation than that of listening
to an indigent monk’s godly exhortations. With money and promises,
I had persuaded this brother, who went in and out of the convent, to
bring a few words from me to Beatrice’s hands. I did not get the least
answer until she, after a whole year had passed, sent me a short letter
by this friar, in which she informed me that she would take the veil
the next day. She sent me a heartrending farewell, and—imagine my
pain, dear Maja!—she wrote that by penance and by dedicating her
life to heaven, she would atone for my sins and strive to win for me
the blessedness in which she hoped we would meet. Just imagine! For
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my sins, her whole life limited to penance and atonement! The beautiful girl, who had no sins to atone for herself!” With these words, tears
rolled down his cheeks.
Maja took his hand and looked him in the eye. “You see, my dear
Henning! You still love your Beatrice, not me, and you are right to do
so.”
“No, my Maja,” said Henning, smiling. “No one is what you are
to me! Already as a little girl, you took my sins upon yourself; as an
adult, you secretly sold your jewelry to pay my debts after I had lost
at faro and dared not tell Father. You have—and for this last kindness
only God can repay you—you have forgiven me for forsaking you;
you have reconciled me with my father. What should have become of
me if he had died without forgiving me? Before I left, his last words to
me were: ‘If I die while you are away, then you must live in order to
make my Maja happy!’ To be sure, I am quite afraid”—here he secretively drew closer to Maja— “for old Bergstrøm writes to me that he
often hears someone walking at night from room to room, lifelike, as
with Father’s gait and his creaky boots, and, in dreams, it often seems
to me—”
Mr. H— interrupted him, laughing: “Well, there we have the
Swedish superstition!” Jette changed the subject, as she asked Henning why he had not, in order to save his beloved, embraced the Catholic religion instead.
“Abjure the faith of my country!” cried Henning, astonished. “And
if I could have been so unmanly, how should I then have been able to
make good in my regiment amongst my comrades?”
In such intimate and yet tense relations we lived for some time. I
had meant to open my heart to Maja’s father over a hundred times, but
one glance at Jette, one too-affectionate (to my mind at least) remark
from Maja to Henning, this young man’s qualities—all this cast me
into the old confusion and paralysis, over which I had often despaired
and despised myself.
In the middle of all this, I was astonished by Anton’s B—’s arrival.
It was as if he were beside himself. “No,” he cried out in our first conversation, “let Maja choose whom she will, but not this insipid boy,
who once cast away such a treasure—and will do it again at the least
opportunity. No, this little saint shall not fall into the unclean hands
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of a libertine. That is why I have come here. It shall not happen before
they have closed my eyes.” He continued on like this, but—after first
having vented his anger on me, who had refused to introduce him
into Mr. H—’s house while he was being unreasonable—he gradually
became calmer, and we agreed that I would bring him there the next
day. For that reason, I was extremely surprised when I entered Mrs.
H—’s hall in the evening, and the first thing my eyes fell upon was
Anton B—, who sat with Maja by the tea table, with his back nearly
turned on Henning (who was his neighbor), looking as if he had a
fever. Unable to wait until the next day, he had introduced himself as
an old acquaintance of Maja’s and her uncle’s.
Good examples are celebrated on every occasion, but I believe that
bad ones are even more effective for the neighbor’s improvement. The
rude impetuousness of which Anton was guilty was the best admonition for me when at times my jealousy would have made me unjust
and put me in a wicked mood. Anton, who had the spirit to perceive
his beloved’s advantage, and heart enough to love her, had not the
self-control, nor enough good manners to keep company with so dangerous a rival as Henning. For his part, Henning, who was young and
impetuous, was not the least sorry for the unhappy lover, for Anton,
against his will, had revealed himself to be one at once. It was really
laughable to see the manner in which they greeted each other when
they met, how they made way for each other when the one stood in
the other’s path. In all such things, Henning had the upper hand, since
his beauty and dignity assisted him; while, on the other hand, poor
Anton made for a laughable figure with his suppressed anger constantly threatening to break loose. A disastrous moralizing attacked
him like a convulsive illness, a constant derision of frivolous liaisons,
improvidence, and the like. Henning meanwhile took the occasion to
curse the dancing bears, the obtrusive, those who intervene uninvited
in others’ concerns, etc. Maja distanced herself from such scenes; Jette,
on the other hand, seemed to find a fervent joy and recreation in beholding Henning’s social superiority in both good and evil. In their reciprocal indignation, the two rivals were like a smoldering fire, which
needs only the least puff of wind in order to flame up.
One evening, when I thought that all the women would be out,
I wanted to go to Mr. H— in order to keep him company. The serv42

An Everyday Story | Thomasine Gyllembourg

ants said that Miss Maja was at home with the master of the house,
and that the other gentlemen were also up there. Long before I came
near the door, I heard a great uproar inside. When I entered, I saw
Maja sitting, trembling, while her father, also completely dismayed,
endeavored in vain to make peace between Henning and Anton, who
were facing each other down like two furies. It seemed they were in
the middle of a fierce altercation. “No one has less of a right to be here
than you yourself, sir!” shouted Anton. “You who have faithlessly and
cruelly forsaken and insulted this angel.”
“And yet, sir!” shouted Henning, “I stand ready to defend her
with my life against your obtrusiveness, and to assert my right to her
with my last drop of blood.”
“These are welcome words!” exclaimed Anton. “You are a military man; I have also shown that I can handle a weapon. Deign to
name the weapons, and the time and place. I am ready.”
“I will join you,” said Henning. “The time can be right away; the
place, you can determine. We will take our servants along; other witnesses are not needed. The pistols shall decide which of us two will
not see the next day.”
Maja got up, threw both arms around Henning, and said, with a
trembling voice, “Henning, is this your love? Is this your thanks for
my sisterly faithfulness?”
At that moment, his rage seemed weaken. He led her to her chair;
she could hardly keep herself upright. He fell on his knees before her
and said, “Sweet Maja! Say one word! Say that you forgive me! That
you will become mine! And everything shall be forgotten. I will give
my hand to this gentleman in conciliation.”
“I, as well, my young lady!” said Anton. “I will also give my hand
in conciliation if you declare your faithless lover to be closer to your
heart than the man who for several years has only thought of you,
who never will forget you, and whose first and last love you shall be.”
Maja hid her face in her hands. Her father took her in his arms,
lifted her up from the chair, and pressed her to his breast; her head
sank down on his shoulders. “My Maja!” he cried. “My dearest! My
pride and joy! Hear your poor father’s voice. Can you watch these two
otherwise respectable men slay each other for your sake? Will you
surrender yourself and your kin to the judgment of the world? Give
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one of them your hand. If it goes against Henning that he was once
inconstant, then let me intercede for your childhood friend, who loves
you! See?” he added, as he pointed at the painting over the piano.
“His father looks upon you and entreats you for him!”
With a martyr’s countenance, with a gaze that rightly could be
called dying, Maja lifted her eyes up to her uncle’s image, turned her
face with indescribable sadness to her father, and made a movement
as if to give her hand to Henning. Now I could no longer endure it. I
rushed between them, tore Maja from her father’s arms, seized her in
mine, and shouted with a force that astonished them all: “No, never!
Never shall this hand be given away by compulsion! Back, you madmen! I, too, have an arm to defend this girl, and a heart which leads
to hers.” Maja leaned on me. She looked up at me with an expression
that no words could describe; and, as if the whole world had disappeared for us, we embraced, and our souls and lips fused together in a
single, blissful kiss. Maja tore herself loose from my arms and rushed
out of the room. The rest of us stood silently and looked at each other.
Bewildered, I seized my hat and left. The others stood like statues. Not
until I came out onto the street did I notice that Anton had been following me. We walked side by side without speaking a single word.
Choking back tears, he said when we reached my door, “I suppose I see how it all fits together. I cannot hold it against you. You have
served my love, denying yourself…. Goodbye, you poor man! I will
travel home this very night. You shall hear from me soon.” With these
words, he shook my hand and quickly withdrew.
I wanted to go to Maja and reveal my heart to her with plain and
simple words; she should pronounce my fate. With these thoughts,
the next morning I rushed to Maja at the time I knew her usually to
be alone, and, against custom, went directly up to her private rooms.
With gentle steps, a servant girl came to meet me, and whispered that
Miss Maja had been ill yesterday evening, and was still sleeping, as
the master had forbidden anyone to wake her; the lady of the house
and Miss Jette had not gotten up yet either. I hurried away, and, unfit
for any business, loitered throughout the long morning. When I came
home to my lodgings, I was told that Mr. H— had been there, and that
he had asked for me; in addition, there had been a young gentleman,
who from the description I concluded could not have been anyone
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other than Henning. I went back to Mr. H—’s house. I was told that the
lady of the house and Miss Jette were receiving no one; they were up
with Miss Maja, who had fallen into a swoon and was very ill.
In the greatest unease, I left the house. A few steps past it, Henning came running after me breathlessly, and, seizing me by the arm,
he said, “Permit me to walk home with you; I have a few important
words to say.”
“Gladly, sir!” I answered hastily, expecting a challenge.
As soon as we were inside, Henning cast off his hat, fell on my
neck, and kissed me. “Now, dear brother,” he exclaimed with hearty
joy. “Now be happy! I must say du to you, for now we are brothers. All
is well! You are free; I am Jette’s bridegroom.” I looked at him with the
greatest astonishment. He continued, “How blind I have been! Yes, I
was becoming a paragon of a husband! After the scales fell from my
eyes so suddenly yesterday evening, I immediately came to a decision.
I confided in my uncle Mr. H—. He did not ask for anything more. He
embraced me and said, ‘Now I recognize your noble father’s son in
you.’ This morning, I went to my aunt and Jette. I simply related the
incident of the previous evening to them, and—I don’t know—I put
it so well that Jette and I decided to console each other, and she—as it
seemed to me, with great joy—embraced me as her bridegroom. See
here! Her father ought to have given you this letter, but Maja swooned
when I perhaps all too tempestuously came rushing in with the news,
and since her father was reluctant to leave her, I took the letter in order to bring it in his stead. As for the rest, I beg a thousand times your
pardon for bringing you a rejection letter. I hope that you will bear it
with grace.”
With that, he handed me a letter from Jette, in which she annulled
our alliance, wishing me foremost of all good fortune and happiness.
My surprise and joy were so great that I, trembling, could hardly hold
the letter and had to sit down. “So, now he swoons, too!” shouted
Henning.
At that very moment, Mr. H— entered. He embraced me fervently. “My father!” I said. “Is it possible? Will you really give me your
Maja? And you, Henning! Friend! Benefactor! How shall I thank you?
But have you not, by your noble-mindedness, made yourself and Jette
unhappy?”
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“Unhappy?” he cried. “Then I would have to be a miserable fellow, if I were unhappy about marrying such a good and beautiful girl.
And should Jette be unhappy? No, very happy she shall be. I shall
carry my little wife in my arms. And Maja! My angelic sister! Could
I do less for her? ‘Live in order to make my Maja happy!’ Those were
my father’s last words to me.”
“Come, my dear sons,” said Mr. H—. “They are expecting us at
home.”
When we had entered the hall that so often had brought us together, Mr. H— went away for a moment and came back with both his
daughters, one on each hand. Maja was pale and wore a white dress;
Jette blushed and wore a red one. “Here,” he said, “I bring the red
rose and the white rose together. They should no longer rouse strife
between their knights.”

Endnotes
1 First published as En Hverdags-Historie in Kjøbenhavns flyvende Post, 1828.
Source text for this translation: Samlede Skrifter af Forf. til „En HverdagsHistorie,” Fru Gyllembourg-Ehrensvärd, Vol. 1, 2nd ed., 1866.
2 In the nineteenth century, Danish speakers would employ the formal
second-person pronoun, De, by default. The informal du was used only
between family members, lovers, and intimate friends, and for addressing
children.
3 “To marry one’s voice to that of the lyre.”
4 “With firm, heroic step, she walks along / The narrow middle path of
rectitude, / Unconscious of the worship she compels, / Where she of selfapproval never dreamed” (trans. R. D. Boylan).
5 John 4:24.
6 Ludlams Hule, an 1816 Singspiel composed by Christoph E. F. Weyse, for
which Adam Oehlenschläger wrote the libretto.
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EVE! EVE! Eve Serves Her Term as a Child
A Two-Act Comedy
by
Kjeld Abell
Translated by Kristi Planck Johnson
Translator’s Note: I was asked to translate Kjeld Abell’s
play EVE! EVE! by my Danish language professor Norman
Bansen at Dana College years ago. Given Abell’s unique
style and subject matter, the translating process has not been
without challenges, but it has also been a delight. I particularly enjoy the comical text of the play and the subject matter that, to my knowledge, has never been explored. Who
knows anything about Eve’s childhood? What about the
romantic side of Adam and Eve’s relationship, their family
life, or their presence on the wall of a museum? Comedy, especially, takes on not only the subject matter but also the undercurrent of humor that accompanies the plot. EVE! EVE!
was often performed by students at the gymnasium level
in Denmark during the 1960’s and 1970’s. However, this is
not so common today, as Abell’s works have been replaced
by contemporary theatrical works dealing with more current topics. In correspondence with Abell’s son, Jens Jacob
Abell, I learned that he considered it a pleasure to know
that his father’s plays and books aroused interest outside
of Denmark, so I hope that the readers of The Bridge will
enjoy reading this.
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Bodil Ipsen as the Nanny

The cover of the Danish version
of the play
The armchair and the judge

Eve and Jørgen at the beach
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LIST OF CHARACTERS
Museum Guard
Teacher
Katherine of Lower Bavaria
Eve
Eve’s Grandfather
Aunt Anna
Aunt Missia
Miss Funk
Ernst, Eve’s Father
Eline, Eve’s Mother
Nanny

Mermaid
Jørgen
Adam
Museum Director
Judge
Chair
Venus
Young Man
Young Man’s Girlfriend
Apprentice Painter

SCENES
ACT ONE:

ACT TWO:

1. The Museum
2.	Evening Paper
3. Apotheosis
4. A Stroll in the Baby Carriage
5. Seasons of the Year
6. Bogeymen
7. The World
8. A Beautiful Beach
9. Adam
10.	End of Act One

11. Adam and Eve

ACT ONE
Scene 1—The Museum
The theater is darkened and one can hear city sounds— automobile horns,
voices, bicycle bells, etc. The sounds of the city turn into a monotonous
snore—then a voice comes over the loud speaker.
VOICE: The museum is sleeping—the museum is sleeping. The museum is open weekdays and holidays from 11 to 4 except Mondays.
49

The Bridge 42:1 & 2 (2019)

Is it always Monday? The catalog costs one crown, post cards twentyfive øre. Both may be purchased at the desk in the hallway. Canes
and briefcases must be left at the coat check. The paintings must not
be removed, the staff must not be awakened. Please, this way to the
older pieces—two steps up— walk carefully, marble is slippery—walk
quietly, marble echoes.
The curtain rises behind the proscenium to reveal the walls of a museum hall.
Right in the middle of the wall hangs a very large painting of Adam and Eve
under a tree. The painting is in a typical style from the sixteenth or seventeenth century. The paintings hanging on the side walls are inconspicuous.
To the left beside the wall sits the MUSEUM GUARD wearing a red uniform with a gold cord. He is sleeping soundly. To the right and towards the
front of the stage stands a salon-style red plush sofa for visitors. A younger,
dull-looking man wearing pince-nez and holding a catalog in his hand sits
on the sofa, facing the audience. He is lost in thought, looking at one of the
paintings which hangs on an imaginary wall. He consults the catalog, cocks
his head, shades his eyes with his hand, and takes a professional look. He then
sinks down again in complete admiration. A teacher and her students from a
girls’ school come in from the right. They are all dressed in an old-fashioned
manner in pre-WWI outfits. All of the students stare at the Adam and Eve
painting and begin to mumble.
TEACHER: Yes, this is Adam and Eve. You can see that. But there is
something in this painting that is much more interesting.
STUDENTS: But, Miss, can’t we—?
TEACHER: No! Come on, a little quieter in the back row. (sternly) Ingeborg, come on—we have a lot to see.
They flounce out as a group. The last ones point at Adam and Eve and giggle.
Then all is quiet again.
VOICE: (over the loud speaker) The museum is sleeping. The echo from
the marble dies down in the corner—but the paintings are alive!!
A little angular lady of undeterminable age walks up the temporary steps
from the orchestra pit. She wears a large white Cranach headdress. Her cheeks
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are yellowish. She is holding an old-fashioned gold frame around her and the
part of her dress one can see outside the frame is the same color as the walls in
the museum room-- a warm brownish color. She stops at the prompter’s box
and looks directly out at the audience.
KATHERINE OF LOWER BAVARIA: Catalogue #408. Painting by an
unknown master—German school. Probably representing Katherine
of Lower Bavaria, a stepdaughter of Sophus the Cold-blooded. Hung
in the cloister at Runderpfalz. From about 1743.
Katherine looks around, as far as the frame permits. She lowers the frame and
runs over to the painting of Adam and Eve. She calls out– first softly and
then louder.
Eve, Eve. Mrs. Eve. Aren’t you home? It’s just me –
VOICE OF EVE: (from offstage) Who is it?
KATHERINE: It’s me—Katherine of Lower Bavaria.
VOICE OF EVE: Just wait a second, I’ll be right there.
Katherine stands nervously looking all around. The curtain on which the
Adam and Eve painting hangs rises slowly to reveal another set, depicting a
lovely green garden with beautiful flowers and twining plants. Right behind
the MUSEUM GUARD, who is still sleeping soundly, stands a tall tree on
which hangs a pair of large white wings. The wings appear to be growing
on the museum guard’s back. Eve walks forward to meet her guest. She is
sparsely clad with flowers, leaves, and lovely flowing hair. She has a large
decorated straw hat on her head.
KATHERINE: I’m so glad you’re home.
EVE: I was just about ready to make a cup of tea. Your timing is perfect. Come on in.
KATHERINE: Yes, but, I don’t dare.
EVE: OF course you can. (points to the MUSEUM GUARD) St. Michael
has already been down and snatched his afternoon bottle and just
made it back before closing time. As for the public…we don’t care
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about them. They don’t see anything anyway. (Katherine points to the
gentleman on the sofa.) That man! He only has eyes for the sleepy Venus, but he’ll be disappointed if he expects anything from her. She is
too lazy for that—and, by the way, she looks terrible when she comes
out of her frame. She’s quite curvaceous, but mottled on her rear end
from lying on the grass all the time. Come inside.
They walk into the green garden where there is a little green table, a pair of
green wicker chairs, and a flowered tea service on the table. They seat themselves after Katherine puts her frame aside.
KATHERINE: Oh!!! How nice it is to be outside a little. How blue that
sky is…
EVE: The painting has just been to the curator to be cleaned and varnished. But I actually thought you were sitting for an artist. Wasn’t
there one giddy artist or another who has started to copy you?
KATHERINE: Yes, but I heard yesterday that she said she had to go
to an aunt’s birthday party. And you can imagine I’m enjoying my
afternoon off. It’s beastly to be copied. I have the most uncontrollable
desire to step out of my frame as soon as she has left and smash her
junk into a pulp.
EVE: Why don’t you do it? It would do her good.
KATHERINE: I’m so afraid of being permanently loaned to the storeroom. You know, I’ve been there before because there is some question about my authenticity. They can’t find my signature, and I don’t
like when they poke around looking so hard for it. I am so terribly
ticklish. (Looks around.) Where is your husband? Isn’t he home?
EVE: Have you ever met him at home?
KATHERINE: Well, now that you mention it, I don’t think I have. Tell
me, does he still hang around the Hall of Rubens?
EVE: Please, won’t you have a cookie?
KATHERINE: Thanks. Did you bake them yourself?
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EVE: Yes, but not by the sweat of my brow. It’s a recipe from the time
before the Fall of Man. Do you take milk in your tea?
KATHERINE: No, thanks.
EVE: Here’s some lemon. (They drink and eat.) Yes, if you really want to
know, he’s still in the Hall of Rubens.
KATHERINE: Really?
EVE: Yes, he doesn’t come home at night. He’s taken his hammock
with him. You know we have woven such lovely hammocks of vines
and whatever else we could find in the garden.
KATHERINE: Just think—!!
EVE: (sighing) Yes.
KATHERINE: Was he like that where you were before? Wasn’t it in a
manor house or someplace like that? I mean, when it was discovered
that you had been painted by this fine painter. I can’t remember his
name.
EVE: Well, we were hanging in a pitch-black dining room there, and
all the old ladies in the family had such shriveled bodies that we
couldn’t figure out whether we were seeing poultry being carved or
the ladies moving their rear ends. But, when we first came here, everything went wrong.
KATHERINE: Yes, men can be terrible. I admit, I have often mildly
pined for a man. But there weren’t any who wanted me. I was too thin.
But I have one consolation here at the museum. If I had been married,
my husband would also have been in the picture. And how would I
have stacked up against all the graces and perfect female forms the
painters take pride in painting? I could never in my life have kept him.
But you are so young and so shapely.
EVE: Never mind that!
KATHERINE: That’s easy for you to say!
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EVE: Yes, unfortunately, the first few days he was away, I felt it was
indeed like a kind of vacation, because the time I was created—it was
in the afternoon. You can’t imagine how lovely the weather was. It had
rained during the night, and a warm wind had dried the grass. The
birds were laying eggs and everyone was busy forming themselves.
And then our eyes were opened and they looked far into the beautiful
sky that hadn’t yet been wrecked with organ music and traditions. I
was listening to the insects buzzing and feeling a praying mantis next
to me and a feeling of a-maze-ment—Adam’s most wonderful charm
has always been his immense a-maze-ment. No woman could have resisted. It’s so flattering—so beautiful.
KATHERINE: Oh, how wonderful it must have been.
EVE: Wonderful!?! I’m still looking for a word that can best describe it.
But I can’t. It’s just that everything can get a little overwhelming. After
all, he was supposed to be the progenitor of all the rest of you.
KATHERINE: Well, that is true.
EVE: Be assured that it hasn’t always been this pleasant. No! And I’m
often happy when I can be myself. When we were brought here to
be hung on the wall, I realized that the Rubens women were to his
taste. Then I thought frankly: let him go, give him a break. Why not
be generous and let the others benefit from his amazement? In the
meantime, I’ll manage to be comfortable and look around a little. But
what I hadn’t counted on is that they were drinking heavily in the
halls—they were having a bacchanalian party—or whatever they call
it—from morning ‘til night. They never got tired.
KATHERINE: Yes, isn’t it gruesome? I’ve often heard the Watteau
women complaining. They say the things that happen in the Rubens
room are incredibly vulgar.
EVE: Yes, and think! Adam enjoys it. He is a mere child. You can’t find
a joke as old as the hills that wouldn’t make him laugh. All the women
are new to him.
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KATHERINE: So you don’t hear from him in there? He never comes
home to ask how you are?
EVE: Yes, but as fate would have it, they have just put up a very large
painting of an avenging angel—just on the wall next to my room—
and every time Adam turns his nose homeward, the infamous angel
stops him and Adam is idiot enough to believe that the angel appears
by virtue of her office. And then he turns around and starts all over
again talking about sin. I had at least hoped that some of those religious pictures in the domed hall could reason with him. But no, after
closing time, they let all those holy things stay in the frames and then
they run around on the floor and fool around. First they eat, thundering through the big Dutch still-lives, and then they slide down the
banisters to the sculpture collection. Even though most of them have
limbs missing, they are always welcomed with open arms. Well, it’s a
tough lot to end up in a museum.
KATHERINE: I’d really like to help you, if I can.
EVE: That is sweet of you, but there isn’t a thing to be done. You
should have a little more tea. (looks in the cup) Oh, excuse me, I thought
you were finished.
KATHERINE: That doesn’t make any difference. I’d like to have just
a trifle more.
EVE: Sometimes I have an uncontrollable desire to get away from
here—out—just out. It doesn’t make any difference where! I stand
and wait for a flock of tourists or for a confused school group to stray
in, but it’s no use for me to try to meddle with them. I have to make
myself scarce or I’ll soon be discovered.
KATHERINE: Yes, but wouldn’t you like to be outside, too?
EVE: Oh, so much, so much. I would prefer being a little child.
KATHERINE: A little child!?! That’s a strange desire!
EVE: I’ve never been a child. I’m the only creature in the whole world
who’s never been a child.
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KATHERINE: You are forgetting your husband!
EVE: Adam! He was created as a big, big child. And I’ve always been a
mother. Then we had all of the children and that was so tragic.
KATHERINE: Let’s talk about something else and not dwell on sadness.
EVE: No. No, that doesn’t make any difference. But do you know
what I’ve thought of so often? Maybe it went so badly because I didn’t
understand my own children. I loved my children, I did. But perhaps
I didn’t understand how to guide them and give them the counsel
parents usually give their children. I just admired them and thought
that everything they did was splendid. Wouldn’t it perhaps have been
otherwise or different if I had gone through a childhood and learned
from my parents?
KATHERINE: As a rule you can learn from your parents how you
shouldn’t handle your own children!
EVE: How to or how not to. One always learns something. But I had
nothing at all to fall back on and paradise had closed its information
office—paying no attention to what was asked, one got only a burning
sword for an answer. The Bible was first written so long afterwards.
KATHERINE: Now, my childhood you could gladly have. It wasn’t
too happy.
EVE: No?
KATHERINE: No!!!
EVE: Many people loved being children. They always remember their
childhood as something glorious. They have so many memories.
KATHERINE: Yes, I recognize that. The weather was always so lovely
in the olden days!
EVE: But you have something! I have nothing at all. Yes, I had all that
with Adam at the very beginning for a short time, but I can only talk
to him about that. And now he isn’t here, and if he were here, he could
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surely best remember all the difficulties he has had with me. Think!
Just to be a child and slowly discover the world—and not like those
of us who got the big surprise hurriedly and then orders immediately.
Oh, I wish I could sneak out of the museum and make myself very little and lay myself in a cradle and then experience a father and mother
and a child’s world, because that must be paradise.
She sits a while looking straight ahead, then looks over at Katherine, who
suddenly appears very speculative.
What’s wrong?
KATHERINE: Shh—I’m thinking!
The young man on the sofa gets up and leaves with his nose in the catalog.
EVE: Well, now he’ll be sorry he waited for Venus. She just turned
onto her other side and keeps on sleeping. (pointing) Can you see what
I’m trying to say? She’s completely splotchy.
KATHERINE: Oh, just leave me alone. I have such a difficult time collecting my thoughts. I’ve hung in the museum too long and the new
frame I got in 1906 is sagging. (the frame sags)
EVE: Are you sick? You look so strange.
KATHERINE: I can hardly breathe. (points to her headdress) Won’t you
be a dear and loosen my headdress a bit here?
EVE: (helps her) Your face is so red!
KATHERINE: Thanks, that helped! Oh! (rummages in her skirt) Where’s
my bottle of smelling salts? Oh, I always forget that that blasted skirt
is not in the painting—
EVE: Listen, shouldn’t I escort you home?
KATHERINE: No thanks. It’s over now. It’s just so exhausting for me
to get an idea, especially when it’s a good one. It’s so unusual for me.
It goes to my head. Oh, it suddenly occurred to me, I think I can help
you!
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EVE: You don’t say! My, that’s so sweet of you!
KATHERINE: No, don’t say thanks before there’s a reason. Tell me, do
you know that pious Barbara?
EVE: Let’s see, let’s see. I’ve heard of so many people. But I know that
she’s hanging in your room.
KATHERINE: I’ve helped her before. She got into a little trouble.
Good Lord, it could happen to a saint, but she’s usually so very careful—and I saw it happen.
EVE: You must tell me.
KATHERINE: It was really nothing unusual, but I let her imagine it
was closest to a mortal sin—in such a way that she knows where she
stands. You know, I promised her I’d never tell anyone. Then she in
return would arrange something a little special for me if I ever had
need for it. I’ve just never had occasion to ask.
EVE: And now she’ll help me? (KATHERINE nods) You are really
sweet. But do you think she’ll—
KATHERINE: She must! And it will do her good. She’s so stingy. I’ll
run right over to her. You watch my frame in the meantime. I’ll be
back in two minutes. (runs out to the right)
EVE begins humming while taking something from the table. Hums without
words but now and then one hears the words “a little child.” She gathers up
the tablecloth and walks purposely over to the railing and shakes the crumbs
down into the orchestra pit. She walks again in the green garden. She places
a vase with flowers and a framed picture of Adam on the table. She is standing looking at the painting when in a short while Katherine walks in briskly
from the right.
EVE: Did it work? Did it work?
KATHERINE: Of course it worked. She squirmed a great deal, the
sour face. But it helped when I said if she didn’t I would send a postcard to the Pope.
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EVE: Yes, but can she really do it?
KATHERINE: Oh, yes. She has done it. Tonight at 10:30 you will become a very little child. A very extraordinary little child. At that hour,
by the law of nature, a child will come into the world and this child
will be in a family. Yes, now what was its name going to be? I have it
on a scrap of paper. I let her write it down to be on the safe side. Can
you read? Then read it yourself. (hands a scrap of paper to Eve)
EVE: Ernst, it says. Ernst?
KATHERINE: Ernst. Yes, that’s right.
EVE: I don’t want to be a boy. There was no talk of me being a boy!
KATHERINE: Good lord, Ernst is the family name. They live on Peter Perfectionist Street #14. Now I remember. It’s supposed to be an
extraordinary, lovely, and cultured family, very suitable and wealthy.
I couldn’t imagine that you would be going out to a poor family. But
with the richest, one doesn’t necessarily have the best situation either.
Barbara says herself that these people on Peter Perfectionist Street are
quite impeccable. Are you beginning to be a little concerned? Oh, stay
with us. I will miss you so terribly.
EVE: Barbara’s fervent recommendation makes me a little nervous,
but darn it! It’ll work out. It will. I’m determined to do it. I’ll soon drop
you a line about how I am.
KATHERINE: Oh, that might not happen for a long time. Not before
you’re in school and learn how to write and all that.
EVE: Instead of standing there and looking so sweetly troubled, you
better give me a hand. I have a lot to do before I leave. The garden is
such a mess. But you’d be very sweet if you’d look after the garden a
little to see that the weeds don’t grow too high.
KATHERINE: I’ll take care of it as if it were my own.
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EVE: You’re sweet! And would you do me just one more favor? Each
day have a little warm water ready. Just in case Adam shows up. He’ll
soon call for shaving water. (KATHERINE nods affirmatively.) Thanks.
The curtain with the Adam and Eve painting comes down and hides the green
set, EVE, and KATHERINE. A little while later the MUSEUM GUARD
wakes up and stretches.
MUSEUM GUARD: What is it? Are we opening up, or are we closing?
We are closing.
The word “closing” repeats as an echo outside the set. A dark velvet curtain
falls just behind the proscenium.

End of Scene 1
*****
Scene 2—Evening Paper
Everything is dark and quiet for a moment, then one can hear a paper boy
shouting.
PAPER BOY: Paper! Paper! Evening paper. Latest edition. Paper! Paper! Evening paper. Latest new edition.
The voice is accompanied by sounds of a city in the distance. The paper boy’s
voice gets softer and softer, then disappears.
VOICE: (over the loudspeaker) 557 killed, 1300 wounded. The number
killed probably will rise in the coming days because of the miserable hospital conditions. The most gruesome scenes take place on the
streets. The auxiliary troops aren’t able to stop the panic, which threatens more each hour to reach catastrophic dimensions. At the same
time the region is ravaged by an epidemic illness. Eyewitnesses tell of
the conditions. They can’t be repeated. From Poland we are informed
of the tragedy. From Paris news of sensational hats, and in London,
the royal duke creates an outcry, wearing a jacket that is three millimeters longer than the current style. A murder in Southern Skåne. A
ship tragedy in the Pacific. Danger of war in the Balkans.
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The dark velvet curtain goes up and reveals a cozy living room by lamplight. Seated at a round table are Grandfather, Aunt Anna, Aunt Missia,
and Miss Funk. They are all dressed in pre-WWI outfits, and the ladies have
foolish hairdos with hair pads and curls. The ladies are knitting and crocheting. Grandfather, who is sitting closest to the footlights, reads aloud from the
newspaper. His voice continues in unison with the voice over the loudspeaker.
GRANDFATHER: Nothing new from the Welsh miners. One is in constant communication with those affected by the collapse. But if there
isn’t good news before tomorrow night, it doesn’t seem likely that
we’ll find the 66 workers alive.
While Grandfather is speaking, Aunt Anna squirms a little and fishes for
something under the table. Grandfather looks over at her disapprovingly.
What is it you’re looking for now, little Anna? It disturbs me.
AUNT ANNA: It’s my ball of yarn. (to AUNT MISSIA, who has partly
disappeared under the table) Nah, now it’s rolling over there. Just by the
leg of the sofa.
GRANDFATHER: That woman can never hold on to anything.
AUNT ANNA: (a little offended) Just let it lie, Missia. I can take care of
it myself.
AUNT MISSIA: (under the table) Nah, I’ve gone this far, I must find it.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, father. If you’ll just stretch your hand out!
GRANDFATHER: Where? What kind of hand? I can’t see any ball of
yarn.
MISS FUNK: There! It’s right there.
GRANDFATHER: Let the devil take it.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, Daddy.
MISS FUNK: Now I have it.
AUNT ANNA: No, that’s the cat’s ball.
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AUNT MISSIA: (still under the table) That’s great. It’s been missing
since noon. The pussycat will be happy.
GRANDFATHER: (throws the newspaper and gets up) Can’t we find that
blasted ball of yarn? I’ve never seen anything like it!
AUNT ANNA: (Both she and MISS FUNK get up. They push their chairs
back, making a big production out of it.) Thanks, now I’ve found it myself.
Thanks, little Missia. Now you can come up.
Missia emerges again. They all sit down.
GRANDFATHER: (sits down with a deep sigh) Can I go on then?
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: Yes, Daddy!
MISS FUNK: (showing her knitting) Tell me, do you think I should start
to decrease now?
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: (kindly, with their fingers to their
lips) Sh-h!
GRANDFATHER: (looks threateningly around at the ladies, then looks at
the newspaper again) Unrest in the East, unrest in the East. (Looks at the
heading) Famine. Famine in—let me see, shouldn’t there be something
that would be a little more pleasant? (searches further)
MISS FUNK: Famine where?
GRANDFATHER: Some place or other in India –
MISS FUNK: That is gruesome.
AUNT ANNA: Goodness, that is so far away.
GRANDFATHER: The new bill in Parliament, a strike, and then there
is the man from Odense who died. A merchant, Petersen.
AUNT ANNA: (keenly interested) Oscar Petersen? That isn’t Oscar Petersen?
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GRANDFATHER: Yes, it’s the merchant Oscar Petersen. Do you know
him?
AUNT ANNA: (The following replies are quick and lively.) Yes? No! But
I’ve heard so much about him at the Topps’. They had some friends
who got together with him often.
MISS FUNK: I thought his wife was a Knudsen. Does that make sense?
AUNT MISSIA: Yes, it does. Perfectly. She was a Knudsen from Bogense.
GRANDFATHER: The daughter of the redheaded grocer, Knudsen?
His sister was married to Uncle Jørgensen’s partner.
AUNT MISSIA: Did the daughter have red hair, too?
AUNT ANNA: Nah, she’s just an ordinary blonde.
MISS FUNK: Nah, she has dark, dark chestnut hair.
GRANDFATHER: Did you know her, Miss Funk?
MISS FUNK: I can’t really say I did. But I once had a dress made at the
same dressmaker. (to Aunt Anna) You know, my black one with the
light-colored inserts and Viennese pleats in the back.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, that one, was she friendly? I mean the seamstress?
My colorful summer dress isn’t a bit worn but I really can’t wear it as it
is. This is the fourth summer for that dress. It is indeed both good and
bad when the material lasts so long. (The telephone rings)
AUNT MISSIA: What is it?
GRANDFATHER: Telephone, my girl.
AUNT MISSIA: Yes, but who would call at this time of night?
GRANDFATHER: Will you answer it, little Anna?
AUNT ANNA: Yes, I will. (gets up and walks over to the telephone which
is sitting on a small decoratively painted table.) Hello!! Hello!! Well, is it
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you? (calling out into the living room) It’s Ernst. (speaking into the receiver)
No, we definitely aren’t. We’re sitting here cozily. Miss Funk is here
and father is reading aloud a little. No, but Ernst, don’t say that!
THE OTHERS: (frightened and interested) Is there something wrong?
Has anything happened?
MISS FUNK: The phone ringing at night always means bad news.
AUNT ANNA: No, but poor Ernst. Shouldn’t Missia and I come over?
We’d like to do that. Wouldn’t we? It’s so hard for you. Well, but you
think Eline is ok? Wait just a second, Ernst. (calling out into the living
room) It’s Ernst. Little Ernst is just about to arrive. Both the midwife
and Dr. Henriksen are all ready.
ALL: Nah?
AUNT ANNA: Ernst is terribly nervous, poor fellow, it is so difficult
for him. But he still doesn’t want us to come over. He’ll call as soon as
something happens.
ALL: Send them our love!
AUNT ANNA: (speaking into the receiver) Everyone sends their regards,
so many times. Please tell Eline that we have a lovely little jacket for
her, one she can put on in bed when visitors start to come by. Missia
crocheted it and I put the lace on. It should just be a little encouragement. Oh, it’s not very much. Then you’ll call. Goodbye, little Ernst.
Goodbye, goodbye. (lays the receiver down and walks over to the table) It
must be terribly painful to have children.
AUNT MISSIA: Anna!
MISS FUNK: Yes, now you’ll also be aunts. I’m an aunt to both my
sisters’ and brother’s children.
AUNT ANNA: (to GRANDFATHER) And you will be a grandfather.
AUNT MISSIA: And we have to sit tight!
MISS FUNK: There’s also their in-laws.
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AUNT ANNA: That’s true. But little Ernst is ours indeed. And he
would very much want to be in our shop.
GRANDFATHER: Oh, yes, how strange it is now to be in the middle
of the future that I used to dream about. In a while there will be both
a big and a little Ernst and I can begin thinking about sitting back and
turning the whole thing over to them.
MISS FUNK: Yes, it is a blessing for the heirs when there is something
to inherit.
GRANDFATHER: Yes, it looks very promising for the little fellow.
ALL: The future looks so promising, so promising—so promising, so
promising, so promising, so promising.
The voices become fainter and fainter. The light becomes dimmer and dimmer.
At last it’s completely dark and one hears Eve’s voice.
EVE’S VOICE: No! No! Oh, could I get out of this? I would like to be
free. Oh, could I get out? Yes, but I don’t want to. I don’t want to be a
part of that family. Oh, no, no! Oohh!!
Ends pitifully as the voice chokes. Then a scream. Again the light goes on and
one sees the family in the dayroom.
ALL: So promising, so promising, so promising, so promising. Something so promising. (At the same time, the phone rings.) The telephone!!
The last part of Scene 2 is accompanied by a melody - either very ordinary or
well-known, perhaps an original composition that could accompany the family as a theme throughout the play.
AUNT ANNA: (She is the first one to jump up. She runs over to the telephone) Yes, hello. Yes, it’s me. Oh, don’t say that. No, but—well, is
it a girl? Yes, but that can be lovely, too. Are you disappointed, little
Ernst? I’ll tell you, little girls can be so charming. Yes, yes, I understand that so well. But then you’ll have to put aside all your plans for
the next time. Well, no, but you haven’t enrolled him in school yet. No,
I know, that’s right. Yes, Miss Svanendorf’s. It’s an absolutely wonder65
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ful school. There’s no question of any other. All the nice children go
there. Oh, does she have blue eyes?
MISS FUNK: All children should have blue eyes!
AUNT ANNA: Now the others want to wish you well. (They have lined
up at the telephone. GRANDFATHER is the first.)
GRANDFATHER: Congratulations, my boy. Then it’ll be a little son
next time. That’s good. Will you give my regards to Eline?
AUNT ANNA: Goodness, yes. That’s true. What a good idea!
AUNT MISSIA: Congratulations, congratulations. Oh, I’m so anxious
to know what her name will be. Oh, yes, tell me, Ernst. Oh, yes. No,
that can’t be true. Does she really look like our great-grandmother?
(calling out into the living room) She looks like Great-grandmother and
she’ll also be called Eve.
MISS FUNK: God bless her. She’ll learn to make a perfectly lovely
liver paté.
AUNT MISSIA: Now Miss Funk is coming to the phone.
MISS FUNK: (speaking into the receiver) May I congratulate you on your
extraordinary and lovely little girl? The best to you and your wife. The
friendliest greetings from your devoted Dorothea Funk. (quickly hands
the receiver to AUNT ANNA)
AUNT ANNA: Goodbye, little Ernst. And kiss our little Eve from her
aunts. Good night, my dear friend. (hangs up) And do you know what
we should do?
MISS FUNK: I’m going home to bed. It’s getting late.
AUNT ANNA: (takes a tray with glasses and a decanter from MISSIA,
who just picked it up from off stage while the preceding was going on) Now
we must definitely drink a toast to the newly born child. Skaal! With
black currant rum. (She walks around and offers a drink. Each person takes
a glass. Then she gives MISSIA the tray again) Oh, Missia, would you
hold the tray while I give a little speech?
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AUNT MISSIA: Are you going to speak?
AUNT ANNA: Would you rather?
AUNT MISSIA: It would be more natural if father–
AUNT ANNA: Then give me the tray again.
GRANDFATHER: Don’t fight now, girls.
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: We are not arguing at all.
GRANDFATHER: Now, just speak up and say what’s in your heart,
my girl.
MISS FUNK: Anna speaks so well.
ALL: Oh, won’t you?
AUNT ANNA: Then Missia will have to hold the tray again. But be
careful not to spill. (to Miss Funk) It’s the last tray cover Mother sewed,
so I’m a little sentimental about it.
They all walk with AUNT ANNA out to the footlights and line up. The velvet curtain goes down behind them so the set can be changed. AUNT ANNA
clears her throat slightly and looks up to Heaven to get inspiration. Then she
looks down at the toes of her shoes, which are making small circles. She then
proceeds.
This is a very solemn occasion. Yes, it is. One of those moments one
never forgets. Tonight we bid a new little citizen of the world welcome. Welcome to the world that is so full of sadness and trouble.
(starts to get a little emotional) But we are a strong community. That
we are. A strong community of family and friends. (The others are also
moved. AUNT MISSIA puts her finger up to her eye. MISS FUNK fusses
with a handkerchief.) And we will defend her. We will accept it as a dear
and responsible duty to defend this little innocent child. Defend what
is dearest and most beloved to us. (She is now deeply moved. She can
scarcely say anything more.)
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MISS FUNK: She has definitely been fortunate to come into such a
family!
GRANDFATHER: Skaal!!
ALL: Yes, skaal!! (They drink)
AUNT ANNA: And congratulations to everyone.
ALL: Congratulations, congratulations.
They turn around toward the curtain and stretch out their arms in the air.
The curtain goes down to prepare for the third scene.

End of Scene 2
*****
Scene 3—Apotheosis
The curtain goes up. The melody from Scene 2 continues in this scene until
ERNST mentions “the daily work,” then it stops. The stage is bare, with an
airy blue background. The father, ERNST, stands in the middle of the stage,
in a morning coat. The mother, ELINE, is with him. She is wearing a white
dress with a wide collar and carrying an umbrella. Between them stands a
cradle lined with ruffled pink fabric. Hovering over their heads are carved
figures with stars and wings, representing good fairies. The family runs in
dancing onto the stage and greets the parents.
FAMILY: Congratulations. Congratulations. (ERNST and ELINE nod,
smiling)
AUNT ANNA: Oh! And where should we wish—what should we
wish? You’re the oldest, Dad. You should start.
GRANDFATHER: As the child’s grandfather, may I wish that the
good old days will continue and that little Eve, if my son doesn’t have
a male heir, will someday marry a man whose name we can place after
the name of the firm with honor, dignity, and confidence as “and Co.”
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AUNT ANNA: I wish that she’ll get my good hair. That is good
enough. Her mother has such difficulty fixing her own hair neatly. It
is a little wild.
AUNT MISSIA: I wish that she will have a sweet little singing voice
because I know so many lovely little songs that I would like to teach
her.
MISS FUNK: I don’t really wish anything special for her. Why should
one wish more when there is enough. I will give the child a napkin
ring with her name engraved on it. That should suffice.
ERNST: (walks a little forward on the stage) Eline and I thank you on behalf of our daughter for all the good wishes. We promise that we will
try to raise her so she deserves these wishes. The future will show that
we all have reason to be happy. And with that the celebration is over!
And the daily work can begin. (The music stops. Everyone is quiet and
appears to be returning to their normal routine.)
The NANNY comes in from the left wearing a nurse’s cap and pushing an
old-fashioned baby carriage. The child is moved from the cradle over to the
carriage. The NANNY exits to the left with the carriage while the family
waves.
AUNT ANNA: And then she rode out into the big, big world!
A painted curtain drop that is the set for Scene 4 goes down in front of the
family.

End of Scene 3
*****
Scene 4—A Stroll in the Baby Carriage
A painted curtain representing a small but very wealthy avenue can be seen.
In the foreground to the right is a corner of a painted house. A painted figure
of a maid peering out the window and shaking a feather duster is seen in a
window on the ground floor of the house. The NANNY comes in slowly from
the left, drifting across the stage, and stops in front of the window.
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NANNY: Goodness, don’t wake her up. It’s so hard to get her to sleep
again. I think she is beastly—exceptionally beastly. Well, in a picture
she can perhaps be very nice. She isn’t deformed. She’s just disturbed.
She is. But how could she be otherwise? With that family? The mother
doesn’t have anything to say, not a thing. But the father, you can believe he has plenty to say. You should just hear him rant and rave.
When he wakes up in the morning the child has to smile to say “Good
morning.” But when he reads his newspaper over a cup of coffee, she
has to be quiet or else she’ll get a smack. He says that children need a
spanking, especially before they are two years old. They’ll remember
that the rest of their lives. And when the child is finally quiet, she
is lying there and has been so good by herself, then the aunts come.
They fuss over her. It’s just as if the whole zoo has been let loose. For
now they can moo and boo. There isn’t one loony sound they can’t
produce. And in between they make faces so the devil could easily be
very frightened. Are you Auntie’s own little girl? Can you recognize
Auntie? And how big? So big! Then those small arms up over that little head. And dikke-dikke-dik and moo and cock-a-doodle-do and the
dog says bow-wow. And the lamb bah, bah; and the duck says quack,
quack; and way out in the woods is a little house—a very little crazy
house. (Suddenly a baby’s loud cry comes from the baby carriage.)
God Almighty above, now the poor child thinks she has come home.
I’ll be on my way. I just have to go around the corner to see if there is
a new picture showing at the movie theater.
She exits with the baby carriage to the right. The baby’s crying continues into
the next scene.

End of Scene 4
*****
Scene 5 - The Seasons of the Year
The painted curtain goes up, revealing a decorated house with a Dutch door.
The setting indicates extreme quiet and the house is surrounded by bushes and trees. In front of the house sit GRANDFATHER, AUNT ANNA,
70

EVE! EVE! Eve Serves Her Term as a Child | Kjeld Abell

AUNT MISSIA, MISS FUNK, and ELINE. In the background, the crying
of children can be heard.
AUNT MISSIA: (sniffling) Imagine that Ernst can see fit to spank such
a beautiful child.
AUNT ANNA: Don’t you think it hurts Ernst just as much as the
child? I admire Ernst that he can do it. I couldn’t. But it must be done!
How do you think we would have been if Father and Mother never
spanked us?
AUNT MISSIA: (to GRANDFATHER) Did we get a lot of spankings
when we were children?
GRANDFATHER: You got some, I’m sure. But just how many I can’t
remember, my girl.
ERNST: (comes from the left rubbing his hands) Children are terrible.
Even as small as they are, they can be stubborn. And that they are.
AUNT MISSIA: I don’t know about you, but I think it’s starting to get
chilly.
AUNT ANNA: Yes, let’s go in. (speaking to GRANDFATHER, who is
looking at her embroidery) How many hundreds of times do I have to
tell you, little father, that you must not look. There is something called
Christmas. And think, this is Eve’s first Christmas. I’m already looking
forward to it. Come. (They all walk in and lock the garden door.)
The set goes dark and a light comes on in the house. The windows shine with
light and the trees and the bushes in the garden turn white with snow. From
inside the house a Christmas song can be heard. When the song dies away, the
light comes back on and becomes a summer light. The bushes and trees turn
green again. A bird is singing.
VOICES: (behind the bushes, fresh and happy) It’s spring! It’s spring!
AUNT ANNA: (opens the Dutch door and comes out on the steps) Oh, it’s
spring. It’s spring! The sun is shining and the birds are singing.
VOICE: (hot-tempered) Oh, be quiet!
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AUNT ANNA: Are you coming? Are you coming?
GRANDFATHER, AUNT MISSIA, MISS FUNK, ERNST, and ELINE
come out of the house and sit down in the garden)
GRANDFATHER: (to ERNST, who is reading the newspaper) What’s new
in the world?
ERNST: Not much. Nothing special. The usual.
AUNT MISSIA: Where is Eve?
ALL: Yes, where is Eve?
ERNST: Since she started to walk, there’s no telling where we’ll find
her.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, my how well she walks. She walks much better
than Clara Frederiksen’s little girl. It was a personal pleasure the other
day to tell Clara. Otherwise, she was just about to split with laughter
because her girl could sing “Baa, Baa, Black Sheep.” But now Eve’s
learned “Hickory, Dickory, Dock.”
AUNT MISSIA: I was the one who taught her that. That was me who
taught her that.
MISS FUNK: (points to the left) What’s that? Right by the tulips?
AUNT ANNA: That’s Eve’s hair ribbon.
ERNST: (turns and looks, getting up quickly) No, she must not hurt my
tulips. (walks out to the left)
AUNT ANNA: Now she’s on the way to the rose beds. (gets up and
runs out) Just so she doesn’t tear her new dress.
AUNT MISSIA: Oh, that’s the one Anna made herself. (also runs out;
MISS FUNK follows)
GRANDFATHER: (looks over at ELINE, then he gets up, puts his hands on
his thighs, and turns toward ELINE) Now little Eline. (She looks up at him,
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gathers her thoughts, and takes GRANDFATHER’s arm as they walk in and
close the garden gate)
The set becomes wintry. The lights are lit and Christmas songs can be heard.
The lights are on again as AUNT ANNA opens the Dutch door and looks
out.
AUNT ANNA: Oh, yes, how the time does fly. (to MISS FUNK, who
also has come to the door) And now we have to think again about housecleaning. And this year we must have extra help for the rugs. Amalie’s
legs are so weak. And unfortunately there are moths in mother’s good
coat.
MISS FUNK: But who wants your mother’s plush coat?
AUNT ANNA: No one. Mother was so heavy. But it is a remembrance.
Oh, one can be strangely sad when spring comes. Why does everything repeat itself? (calls in) Are you coming? The weather is beautiful.
(They all come out and sit down. ERNST is reading the paper again.)
GRANDFATHER: (to ERNST) Anything new in the world?
ERNST: Nah, nothing special. (gives him the paper) Here.
GRANDFATHER: That wasn’t the reason I asked. Just read it until
you’re finished.
ERNST: I’ve seen what I want to.
GRANDFATHER: I have oodles of time. I can easily wait.
ERNST: But I say I’m finished.
AUNT ANNA: After all, little father, when Ernst is kind enough to
hand you the paper, you might just as well take it.
AUNT MISSIA: Such nonsense, little father. You who loves to read
newspapers.
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GRANDFATHER: (angrily bangs the garden table) I will not read now.
Can you let me alone now? (a little while later) Besides, I don’t have my
glasses with me.
ERNST spitefully folds the paper together and throws it on the table and
starts to pace back and forth.
MISS FUNK: (after a longer uneasy pause) Then I guess I’ll take it. (looks
around; no one answers) I just want to see who has died.
GRANDFATHER: Where is Eve?
AUNT ANNA: You know very well, little father, she has to stay in
until she’s eaten her oatmeal. (A big cloud made of plywood comes sailing in and stops just over the group) Now there’s a cloud in front of the
sun. (Behind the clouds comes a cupid with a watering can. A little water
falls on Anna.) You can say what you’d like, but I got a drop. (The cupid
continues to water.)
ALL: It’s raining. It’s raining. (They hurry in while the cupid laughs at
them. AUNT ANNA remains standing at the garden gate before she closes
it.)
AUNT ANNA: Oh, how autumn can be wild and majestic. (sighs deeply) And then comes the fall housecleaning. (closes the door)
For the third time, the set becomes wintry, but the lights don’t come on.
VOICE: (cool and impartial) The day before Christmas Eve, Director
Ernst, senior partner in the firm F. P. Ernst and Son, died. The firm
continues with the deceased man’s son, Ernst Junior, as Director.
The set changes to summer. The Dutch door opens and the family, minus
GRANDFATHER, comes out of the house. They are all in black. They all
sit very quietly and stare. A little girl comes out from the house. She walks
quietly past the family. Then she runs the last steps over to the prompter’s
box, holds on to her apron, and curtsies for the audience. She claps her hands
and runs into the set on the left, hops around on her legs, or stands as if she
were playing ball.
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AUNT ANNA: (mildly) Eve!
EVE: (looks at the family a little, then runs a little to the right and continues
playing)
ERNST: (mildly) Eve!
EVE: (stops playing; walks quietly over to the prompter’s box, sits, and apparently starts to build something with sand or blocks. AUNT ANNA gets
up and walks with dignity over to EVE.)
AUNT ANNA: What’s that supposed to be? That what you’re making? What did you say? Oh, it will be a castle.
A dark curtain falls in front of the set in such a way so that EVE and AUNT
ANNA can still be seen.
Yes, but that is a splendid castle. There will be a tower, won’t there?
(EVE shakes her head.) But there are towers on all castles. (helps EVE
build. EVE sits glumly with her hands in her lap.) Then it will start to look
like a castle. (EVE starts to build without taking her aunt’s suggestions.)
Well, now you are wrecking the nice tower Aunt Anna just made. You
must have gotten up on the wrong side of bed this morning. Now I’m
telling you that all castles have towers or else they wouldn’t be castles.
Not real castles. Do you see? Do you know who lives up in the tower?
The princess. And what do you think is the princess’ name? Is her
name Eve? (Eve sits and lets the aunt talk.) No, but what kind of a sour
little face is that? (With a sudden motion, EVE wrecks the whole building.
She looks defiantly at AUNT ANNA.) Yes but that isn’t Eve who says
that. It is a strange little girl and a naughty little girl. Aunt Anna won’t
play with her. (AUNT ANNA gets up and walks toward the dark curtain.)
Too bad, I had a chocolate frog with me today!
Walks in through the curtain. EVE watches her and suddenly hides her face
in her hands. She turns her back to the audience and cries. A while later
the NANNY comes forward from the curtain and stretches her hand toward
EVE.
NANNY: Come. You have to go in and wash up. Good grief. Why are
you sitting there and howling? (bends down to EVE who is mumbling)
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Did you want to have that chocolate frog? Yes, but then run in and ask
Aunt Anna to forgive you and tell her how sorry you are. (EVE shakes
her head, crying, and mumbles. The NANNY bends down to her and listens.)
You are a little babbler. That isn’t really lying—not exactly. (takes EVE’s
hand) Come. (They start to go in.) You’ll get over it. It would be worse
if you carried on like this in the house. (They walk between the curtains.)

End of Scene 5
*****
Scene 6—Bogeymen
The stage is dark. Strange and unreal sounds, such as from wolves or trolls,
can be heard. The curtain goes up and on the right of the set a portion of a
living room with a lamp on the table can be seen. AUNT MISSIA, MISS
FUNK, and ELINE are embroidering. To the left is a portion of a child’s room
with EVE in a little crib. AUNT ANNA is reading aloud from a fairy tale
book. In the background is stretched a piece of canvas or linen upon which is
projected eerie silhouettes.
AUNT ANNA: (reading) And when the little princess walked far into
the big, dark forest, she noticed that the trees had changed into horrible trolls with long arms and horrible eyes. Her heart pounded loudly
from fright and she started to run as fast as her small legs could carry
her. Around her the wolves were howling and big coal-black bats flew
right by her with their fearful wings. Suddenly there was lightning
in the forest, and in the middle of a beautiful green field stood the
loveliest house with storks on the roof and forget-me-nots in the chimney. In the house lived an ugly and evil witch. But the little princess
didn’t know that. She happily knocked on the—(closes the book) —And
now Eve lies sweetly down and goes to sleep. We’ve read enough for
tonight. The next time Aunt Anna comes to visit father and mother
you’ll find out what happened to the little princess. (EVE gets under the
covers demonstratively.) Should Aunt Anna hear your evening prayers?
(tries to get EVE out from underneath the covers) Now you’re making
Aunt Anna feel a little unhappy.
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AUNT MISSIA: (from the living room in a falsetto voice) Anna, what are
you doing?
AUNT ANNA: I’m coming. Then you’ll have to pray by yourself.
Can you sleep sweetly? Don’t let the sun go down on a little troubled
mind. (walks out, turns off the light, walks over to the others in the living
room, and sits down.)
AUNT MISSIA: Have you heard about Mrs. Støvborg?
AUNT ANNA: What?
MISS FUNK: No one knows if it’s true.
AUNT MISSIA: They’ve already heard it from at least two sources.
AUNT ANNA: What? (whining can be heard coming from the child’s
room) Oh, that’s right, Eline. I promised her that you would go in and
say an extra good night. (ELINE gets up and walks into the child’s room.
She comes back a little later and sits down again.) What was it with Mrs.
Støvborg?
AUNT MISSIA: It’s Miss Funk who’s been to tea at....
AUNT ANNA: Let Miss Funk tell about it herself. Why should I get
it secondhand?
MISS FUNK: I had tea today with.... (whining can be heard from the
child’s room. ELINE gets up and walks in there but stops by AUNT ANNA
who has already started toward the doorway.)
AUNT ANNA: What is it now? You should be sleeping. (EVE mumbles
pitifully.) Oh, you are a little rascal. Don’t you know good and well that
trolls and witches only exist in fairytales? (EVE continues whining.) No,
they didn’t exist in the olden days either and besides, God will look
after you. He sees everything and his eyes are always on you. (whining) Yes, angels do exist. There’s always one sitting on the head of your
bed while you’re sleeping. Tuck yourself in, you hear? Good grief, I
don’t know in the least bit whether angels wear galoshes. Yes, they
could. Yes, if it’s wet up in the sky. (EVE whines again.) Don’t worry
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about that. You must sleep now or else we’ll be angry and then we’ll
call the police and they’ll come and get you. (comes back again and sits
down) I guess it helped.
On the canvas in the child’s room a very large eye and angel wings are projected.
What happened with Miss Støvborg?
AUNT ANNA: It’s not just because I thought it was true. But at least
two sources, and two very reliable sources, have told me. What?
Crying can be heard from the child’s room. ANNA goes in there. AUNT
MISSIA sneaks up behind her and listens.
MISS FUNK: Why is she crying now?
AUNT MISSIA: (She listens for the whining and AUNT ANNA’s mumbling voice.) She doesn’t like angels with feathers. God must not watch
her because then she can’t sleep.
AUNT ANNA: (comes in again) Sweet Eline, now you must get a hold
of your daughter! God knows she needs a spanking. (ELINE gets up
and walks into Eve’s room. The others shake their heads. AUNT ANNA sits
down.) Can you tell me what happened to Mrs. Støvborg?
The curtain goes down.

End of Scene 6
*****
Scene 7—The World
Voices from a schoolroom can be heard from behind the curtain.
THE CHILDREN’S VOICES: One, two, three and little bitty hop. 5
and 4 is 9. Birds have flight feathers, and the cat says meow. Abraham,
Isaac, and Jacob.
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THE SCHOOLTEACHER’S VOICE: Once more, once more. From the
beginning!
THE CHILDREN’S VOICES: One, two, three and a little bitty hop.
The seal gives birth to live young. The lady is a mammal. England has
coal. Oh, couldn’t Inga go out in the garden?
THE SCHOOLTEACHER’S VOICE: From the beginning. Once more!
THE CHILDREN’S VOICES: (singing a familiar song, and then humming
further)
The curtain goes up and one sees as far away as possible of another curtain
representing the entrance to a school. An oblong opening to the right is the
entrance to the school.
ERNST: (comes up on the stage from the orchestra pit with EVE in hand)
Your schooling begins here. You will be provided with a report card
where we can see if you’ve been diligent or careless. Good marks are
rewarded on a scale of 5 to 25 øre. After a while this money will be
placed in your savings account. You can figure out for yourself what
happens with a bad report card. Take note of all children who come
from model homes. That can later be useful for you. Everything you
do from now on will be noticed by your teacher, your classmates, your
friends, and their relatives. It will be used against you later. Goodbye,
my girl. (bends down and kisses her)
EVE walks over to the opening in the curtain, curtsies toward the schoolroom, and walks in. ERNST stands and looks at her, then exits to his left. The
curtain with the entrance to the school goes up. The decor is a dark neutral
background. To the right the SCHOOLTEACHER sits at a desk. Two STUDENTS are painting. To the left two flat sets depict two small GIRLS at their
school desks. EVE sits level with these sets. In the background stands a large
globe.
SCHOOLTEACHER: New students. New students all the time. I am
the only one who remains—me and accumulated knowledge. (shouting) Sit still! Don’t talk to your partner! School is the entrance to life.
(shouting) I’ll not have that giggling in the last row. Children don’t
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particularly care for me and I’m not so crazy about them. And I can’t
stand their parents! (shouting) Open to page thirteen at the top! I said
at the top! (The CHILDREN read, mumbling.) Napoleon, Alexander.
Beautiful heroes, why do you only come to me with dog-eared books?
Why do I have to defend you when you would never have defended
me? (shouting) Terrible, terrible. Once again, once again! (The CHILDREN mumble. She walks down from the desk with her pointer in hand. She
stands in front of the globe.) That’s enough!! We’ll stop there. Tomorrow
we’ll start at the bottom of page fourteen. (points to the globe) This is the
world. What’s outside we’ll study during religion class. The world is
round and has these characteristics. The world looks like this. Repeat
it!
CHILDREN: The world has these characteristics and looks like this!
SCHOOLTEACHER: Many wish that it looked like this. Your parents
would take you out of school if I told you it looked otherwise. It must
look like this or I’d lose my job. From the beginning!
CHILDREN: The world has these characteristics and looks like this!
We are happy because on Saturday there is a children’s party at Director Karlsen’s. Then we can dance with boys.
SCHOOLTEACHER: Only when the world is like this and is understood like this is it worth living in. Fortunately, we live in the most
informed age. You should hate anyone who says differently. Besides,
very definite lists have been set up of those you should hate and those
you should admire. Everything is regimented. Repeat!
CHILDREN: We repeat. We repeat. We are happy. We can learn things
by heart. We repeat. We repeat. We are happy. We can learn things by
heart. (The mumbling children’s voices continue while the curtain falls.)

End of Scene 7
*****
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Scene 8—A Beautiful Beach
When the curtain goes up, the entrance to the school can be seen. You can
still hear the CHILDREN’s mumbling voices. EVE comes forward in the
entrance. She is now a young, grown girl wearing a white dress.
EVE: (stretches her arms up toward the sky) Oh, now I’m finished with
school!
She stands still and listens to the CHILDREN’s voices which have been
mumbling continually. The SCHOOLTEACHER, with her pointer, walks by
the entrance and looks at EVE without speaking. EVE curtsies, turns around,
and runs out. The curtain with the school entrance goes up and a beautiful
set depicting the sky and sea appears. Everything is light blue. To the right
one can see the corner of a beautiful hotel, which has an open roofless veranda
built on high posts. On the veranda stands a large umbrella and a telescope.
There are steps leading up to the veranda. To the left, far from the scene,
stands a flat piece of scenery representing a low sand hill. In front of the dune
is a mermaid reading a thriller. AUNT ANNA comes from EVE’s right with
pillows in her hand. She is also carrying books and a folding lounge chair.
She starts to get settled in the front to the right. One can hear music in the
distance. Suggested music in the original, “Gentle Wave As You Turn Blue.”
AUNT ANNA: (wearing a striking beach outfit and humming softly—then
singing) “Gentle wave as you turn blue, open, airy, light, and clear.
Heaven’s color you must borrow, since you have no color here.” If I
didn’t know there weren’t any mermaids left, then I’d think there was
one there. (sits down)
THE MERMAID: She’s there in any case. Oh, there’s no place one can
find peace during these difficult months. People concern themselves
with nature and all the retired people stand around reeking of roast
veal, small tough chickens, and choice lobsters. I understand that the
ocean is sometimes rough and sprays you again, so you can lay on the
poor old, patient beach, and dry your knitwear, or indulge in popsicles and escapist novels. (throws the novel in front of AUNT ANNA’s
feet) I praise my sea god that I’m just a person to the waist. (walks out
to her left)
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AUNT ANNA: (picks up the book) Here we have Lady Mortimer’s Essays.
Where did they come from?
(AUNT MISSIA comes at once from the right. She is wearing a tightly fitted
bathing wrap. Both she and AUNT ANNA have aged about 10 years.)
AUNT ANNA: Tell me, are you going in the water? Yes, yes! (reads
demonstratively)
AUNT MISSIA: You are just jealous because I can show off in a bathing suit and you can’t…
AUNT ANNA: Can’t I? You forget that I’m the one in the family who
can best get by with wearing a décolleté dress. Can’t I just be here?
Where’s Eve?
AUNT MISSIA: …and because Ernst is paying for our expenses out
here.
AUNT ANNA: Aren’t we protected by the state police? Thanks! I
know that. Don’t start in again on your ideas about how one should
try to understand young people. You don’t get any younger that way.
Just go in the water and do as you please. I just want to tell you one
thing. When you start talking about your rheumatism in the winter,
then I’ll turn a deaf ear.
AUNT MISSIA: Well, yes. (walks over to her left and stops) Who is it that
has a red beach coat with black and white stripes?
AUNT ANNA: (gets up with difficulty but quickly) Where?
AUNT MISSIA: He’s standing down by the newsstand eating ice
cream with Eve.
AUNT ANNA: That’s Jørgen.
AUNT MISSIA: Yes, but he must have two beach coats.
AUNT ANNA: They can afford it in that family. Now they’re coming
up towards us. Come, we’ll sit down on the veranda.
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AUNT MISSIA: Yes, but Anna—
AUNT ANNA: It isn’t written anywhere that it’s wrong to sit on the
veranda. Come on. (They walk up on the veranda and sit down.)
EVE: (She comes in from the left together with a young man. She is wearing
a swimming suit. He is wearing a beach coat.) Listen, where did those two
old ostriches go? I thought they were right here.
JØRGEN: They stuck their heads in the bushes in a very conspicuous
place, it appears to me.
EVE: Come, we’ll sit down in our usual place. Don’t you think that’s a
good idea? (They sit in front of the dune.)
AUNT MISSIA: (to AUNT ANNA, who has grabbed the telescope) Anna,
that’s just as bad as looking through the keyhole.
AUNT ANNA: Now he’s giving her a cigarette.
AUNT MISSIA: Is he?
EVE: Great! Now they have the joy of looking at us through the telescope. I have that sinking feeling in my back. Now their afternoon is
complete. And what an afternoon. But if you’d like to do as they did
in the olden days, and fall on your knees and recite a whole bunch of
love talk, then they’ll think they’ve died and gone to heaven.
JØRGEN: Should I try?
EVE: Are you insane? They might even go and believe it. Nothing doing. Just think, if they managed to get it sent out on their shortwave
radio. Engaged! That’s the last thing I want. And not to you! Modern
people aren’t engaged either.
JØRGEN: I could think about being a little bit engaged to you.
EVE: (interrupting) Now, now. You promised me you wouldn’t be sentimental.
JØRGEN: You can wait ‘til I’m finished. I have something more to say.
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EVE: Well, what is it then?
JØRGEN: That I’m not interested in marrying you.
EVE: As if I were so anxious about getting you to the altar. Our Father
in Heaven! First of all, one should enjoy freedom a little. And furthermore, I am very sure that you would be a very unbearable married
man.
JØRGEN: Really?
EVE: Yes. You are naturally chock-full of all kinds of habits and in no
time you’d come to resemble your father. You’d be sitting nice and
trim at the office and you’d be wearing a dark tie and look like a cross
between a bourgeois banker and an English minister. Oh, I can see
you in the evening before you go to bed. All of your confusing pocket
gear. Your wallet, pen, cigars, pocketknife, your keys, or whatever else
men run around with in their blasted pockets. All of this needs to be
straightened and arranged by the hour while the lawfully and legitimately married have fallen asleep long ago. Thanks, I know your type.
You are insanely sweet when you are very young. You hold yourself
glimmering until you are over sixty. You appear stylish and beautiful
and especially when you get the urge to go out a little socially in full
evening dress and such things. You are sad in the long run, and so
square. One could just as well be married to your photograph.
AUNT ANNA: She’s too sharp. Too sharp! She should really take a
breath so he can get a word in.
EVE: Give me a cigarette. Thanks. (lights it with the end of her last cigarette) Well, then, it would interest me to know why you won’t marry
me. (pause)
AUNT ANNA: Now he’s picking up a straw. It’s not a good sign.
EVE: Yes, you don’t have to have any explanation. If you would rather
be free—after all, maybe I won’t marry at all.
JØRGEN: (laughing scornfully) You wouldn’t!?
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EVE: Why, is that so exceptionally funny?
JØRGEN: Yes, you’ll have to excuse me.
EVE: The unmarried woman’s position nowadays is really very pleasant. We are free and independent in every respect. You’ve completely
forgotten that the modern woman is an emancipated being.
JØRGEN: You’re just not modern.
EVE: What am I then?
JØRGEN: You’re just up to date!
EVE: You are charming. Good, then I’m not modern.
JØRGEN: Yes, with your clothes. You are very chic about such things.
There you have a colossal start on your aunts.
EVE: Oh, are they the ones I resemble? Is that the way you’d like it?
JØRGEN: Can’t you see? No, naturally you can’t. If one scrapes off a
bit of your polish, the aunts show through.
EVE: They are my father’s sisters, after all. So it wouldn’t be so strange
if I had inherited some little characteristics from them. A nose or wavy
hair.
JØRGEN: It’s not the external characteristics I’m talking about. Thirty
years ago, and under other circumstances, the aunts could also perhaps have been both desirable and charming. But the family stifled
them until they were flat and dry like flowers in a school herbarium.
EVE: They could have resisted a little.
JØRGEN: Like you resist? Do you say openly and honestly what you
think?
EVE: You know very well that that is impossible. They’d have a stroke
and I don’t care at all to have that on my conscience. There’s only one
thing to do and that is to lie. I want my freedom, and I can’t get it any
other way.
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JØRGEN: No, you want to play both sides and keep a back door open.
Nothing else. In a few years you’ll enjoy all the advantages of real
modern girls—openly—when it comes to jargon and hairstyle. But
until then you must take care to bundle yourself up in an intriguing
mysteriousness. You want people to ask about you, but for no one to
point their finger directly at you. Then you’ll slip right into an ordinary furnished marriage where you can surely enjoy yourself in the
right way. All the time you’ll be clever enough not to have a fallout
with your family. All that family is—that it owns—you’ll take lightly
and comfortably with you into the future. And then you’ll sit down
quietly and defend your milieu. Your family has been so strong and
has had the means to let you run wild for a couple of years, knowing
that you would come back one day and defend your belongings. You
have sat so long and looked at the world from an upholstered sofa
that you have sofa marks. You can get up as often as you’d like. You
have defied all family traditions and reflections in the blank tabletop.
You were born in a museum and just wait, you’ll stay there!
AUNT ANNA: Just as long as she’s smart enough to say “Yes” right
away.
EVE: (sits with her head bowed, then lifts her face and speaks with a dry and
matter-of-fact tone of voice) Are you finished?
JØRGEN: Yes!
EVE: (gives him a strong slap in the face, then hides her face and cries. AUNT
MISSIA and AUNT ANNA duck down behind the veranda railing, and the
curtain falls quickly.)

End of Scene 8
*****
Scene 9 – Adam
The MUSEUM GUARD comes up the steps from the orchestra pit, huffing
and puffing. He jangles a big bundle of keys. When he reaches the ramp he
turns and looks down into the orchestra pit. Something has obviously caught
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his eye. He is just about to walk in through the curtain when he turns back
and leans forward with his hands on his knees.
MUSEUM GUARD: Is that you, Hansen? (no answer) Who the devil is
rummaging around down there? Hello? (not a sound) It’s as if—can’t
he answer? No. I’ve never seen anything like it. What are you doing
down there?
KATHERINE OF LOWER BAVARIA: (from the orchestra pit, miserable)
I’m not doing anything.
MUSEUM GUARD: Not doing anything? That’s good. Don’t you
think I can see that you have all ten fingers on the postcard stand? Are
you going to write Christmas cards?
KATHERINE: No.
MUSEUM GUARD: Can’t you come and take your place? (KATHERINE comes slowly up the steps) Why is it you run around and loaf in
a decent museum? You are mixing up the numbering system, aren’t
you? Make sure that you are hung on the wall again.
The curtain goes up, and one sees the decorated entryway to the museum
with the Adam and Eve painting. The MUSEUM GUARD and KATHERINE walk in. Just as they are entering, two legs of a WORKER, dressed in
overalls, come in, dragging a large painting from the left. The painting is of
an angel of punishment with a flaming sword.
KATHERINE: Should that painting be moved?
MUSEUM GUARD: Don’t you think it needs exercise?
KATHERINE: Oh, that’s terrible. What could happen next? Now he’ll
come home.
MUSEUM GUARD: Can you get yourself home, then, and not run
around here and disturb other peoples’ good and peaceful morning
hours? I’m never in the best shape before breakfast. If you’ll please be
considerate and hang yourself up on the nail, and do it quickly!
KATHERINE: Yes, but—
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MUSEUM GUARD: No! As long as I walk around with open eyes you
should stay on your nail. Turn right, forward march!!
The WORKERS have gone out with the painting to their right. KATHERINE follows slowly after them. The MUSEUM GUARD sits down on a chair
to the left by the back curtain. He pulls a bottle of beer from his pocket and
places it gently under his chair. He nods at the bottle, folds his hands over
his stomach, and falls asleep. A little later, KATHERINE comes walking back
and makes a nervous sign to the curtain that it should go up. The curtain lifts
from the floor just so that she can barely slip in. The curtain sinks again. At
the same time a male singing voice can be heard from a distance. The singer
is no doubt a little intoxicated. The voice comes closer and closer, and stops
just outside the set. One hears the voice mumbling in surprise. Then ADAM
comes in from the left. He’s just about to trip over the MUSEUM GUARD.
ADAM is strikingly dressed in renaissance trousers, and he is wearing a pair
of flowered festoons, a little leopard skin, and a hussar’s cape, which leaves
one arm free. On his head he has a flowered wreath, and in his right hand he
carries a sword that drags behind him on the floor. In his left hand is an old
fashioned polished wine decanter.
ADAM: It’s been moved. Where has it been moved? (turns toward the
audience) It didn’t say anything because it wasn’t there. Hurrah. It
wasn’t there. Hurrah, hurrah. The toast was great! It shouldn’t be the
ugly angel who is honored, hurrah! Hurrah. The angel shall live! If it
shouldn’t, it shouldn’t live the least of all. It was awful. Oh, it was awful. Listen, where have you gone to? You aren’t saying anything. Are
you home? Adam is home? Adam is home, yes, it’s me, it’s Adam. And
I live in the garden, and I’m one of the best. You can depend on my
courage. My, oh how courageous I am. And what a head I have! Well,
I never.... Yes, don’t pay any attention to how I look. This is something
that I’ve borrowed. That is—from the others. You see that a fig leaf
wasn’t enough. Definitely not enough. They are so prudish, that is, in
the morning. Well, but we should go on. Stop the traffic. Move. Let me
get by. I don’t have time. I’ve been on my way far too long. My wife
needs me something terrible. (turns toward the curtain supporting the
Adam and Eve painting) Isn’t anyone home? Why doesn’t she open up?
Open the door. Can’t you open it? Father is home. (Stretches the sword
out toward the curtain) Open up! (The curtain slides slowly up and one
88

EVE! EVE! Eve Serves Her Term as a Child | Kjeld Abell

looks into the green set. KATHERINE sits in the middle of the garden and
knits. She doesn’t see ADAM, who is staring and is completely speechless.)
What in the world? What kind of towel rack is that? (shouting) Eve!
KATHERINE: (rushing to stand, frightened) Oh, how you scared me!
ADAM: (Runs into the set with a lifted sword. KATHERINE runs away
from him.) Where is my wife? Where is my wife?
KATHERINE: (steadily running away from him) I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you.
Just don’t point that weapon at me.
ADAM: (lowers the sword and walks threateningly toward her) Speak up
or I’ll poke you, you old lady!
KATHERINE: Oh, good grief, it’s terrible. Your wife has left the museum.
ADAM: You’re lying. You’re lying!
KATHERINE: No, no. She’s left the museum. It’s just as true as—as—
as—
ADAM: As what?
KATHERINE: Oh, I don’t know. I saw her go myself. I really did.
ADAM: When? Can’t you hear? I asked you when? Can you answer
then?
KATHERINE: Oh, don’t be angry... I won’t know up from down. I just
know that it was long, long ago. Very long ago. I have a hard time
remembering how many years. I can’t even remember my own age.
ADAM: Push a chair in under me. I’m getting sober. (KATHERINE
pushes a chair beneath him. He sits down and gives her the decanter.) Hold
it! Also the sword—blade pointing down. (sits in a daze) Tell me. Do
you know anything about how long I’ve been away?
KATHERINE: No, but I do know that you have had a son with one
of the Rubens women since you were home last. And he is said to be
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close to confirmation age. I’m not trying to start any gossip. God only
knows I wouldn’t do that. But I heard recently when I was at a Bible
reading at one of Joakim Skovgaard’s paintings that that was the case.
ADAM: (hides his face in his hands) Stop! Stop! I say! Sit down. I can’t
stand seeing you fumble around all the time. Oh, how I have behaved.
KATHERINE: (sits down) You regret it then.
ADAM: Regret? Regret—what do I know about that? I loved her!
KATHERINE: (has started knitting again) When you behave so terribly
badly, you have to take the consequences.
ADAM: (Regretfully) Be quiet, Mommy! Just because someone happened to look slightly washed out doesn’t mean that you have to point
a little disgusting, moralizing finger in the air. What do you know
about temptations? If you were the one who was lying in the grass on
the memorable afternoon when woman was created, then there never
would have been any human race—never!
KATHERINE: Scoff at me. Just scoff at me! Here I have gone all these
years and weeded and taken care of the garden. And every single day
I heated shaving water for you.
ADAM: (angrily) Everything’s wrong today. I’m sorry. If I have been
nasty to you, then forgive a poor fellow who has just known women
from the erotic side. You must not be angry with me. (KATHERINE
shakes her head, crying.) To think that you have really had warm water
ready every day. And I never came. You’ve just been sitting there and
knitting. What is it you are knitting? Is that for me, too?
KATHERINE: No! (sniffling) It’s just a vest. Here at the museum they
heat just for the public and they always have their coats on.
ADAM: You’re right about that. But now we two are sitting here so
quietly and you are trying to think of when she left.
KATHERINE: I can’t figure it out. I only know that she promised me
she’d write and she hasn’t done that. That’s why I went down today
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to the lobby to steal one of the postcards from the stand by the cloakroom. But the Museum Guard caught me. I had better not try that
again. I guess I’ll have to give up trying to have any postal communications with her.
ADAM: Where would you want to write to her? You must know that.
KATHERINE: Yes. I naturally wanted to write to Eve at Peter Perfectionist St. #14. She is there—or has been. And if the family has moved,
they would surely leave a forwarding address. Nowadays, one has to
be very meticulous about those kinds of things.
ADAM: But what is she doing there? What is she doing on Peter Perfectionist Street?
KATHERINE: She is a child.
ADAM: (gets up) Thank heavens! Has that dream finally come true for
her? For years, she has bent my ear with that childhood nonsense, and
I can’t claim that that side of the story has ever interested me.
KATHERINE: I also told her it would no doubt be a disappointment.
But now she has perhaps managed the whole thing. I strongly suspect
that she gradually must be reaching marriageable age.
ADAM: Marriageable?
KATHERINE: She is perhaps already married, for all I know!
ADAM: Married? I won’t stay here a second. Neither the manager,
cataloger, nor the turnstile could stop me. Which way did she go? I’m
going. Married? I won’t have that. Which way did she go?!
KATHERINE: No, no. You must not leave. Don’t do anything crazy.
ADAM: Do you want me to sit here twiddling my thumbs indifferently while my wife is being married in town? No, you can believe
that I’ll find her. Even if I have to be like a mole and ransack Peter
Perfectionist Street.
KATHERINE: No, that won’t work.
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ADAM: I am leaving.
KATHERINE: But not dressed like that. Do you hear? You’ll be arrested or jailed or whatever they do.
ADAM: I’ll manage!
KATHERINE: Wait a second. Maybe I can help you. It’s just that I always get blamed for all the bad luck.
ADAM: Blame or no blame, Adam has never worried about that. I’ll
take that on. But hurry. There’s not much time to waste. (They go out
from the green set. The curtain with the Adam and Eve painting falls behind
them. ADAM goes toward the prompter’s box.)
KATHERINE: Yes, but then you must stay there. Don’t go too far. I’ll
be back in two seconds. (She hurries out to the right. ADAM goes all the
way over to the prompter’s box. The dark velvet curtain goes down in front of
the decoration. A few seconds later, KATHERINE comes out from the curtain
on the right. She has some men’s clothing over her arm.) See here. You can
put these on. I borrowed them from a self-portrait in the newer part
of the museum.
ADAM: It’s easier said than done. (starts to button up)
KATHERINE: No. Not here. No, don’t embarrass me so terribly.
ADAM: It’s very difficult to see what’s up and down.
KATHERINE: Don’t ask me. I just know they are trousers.
ADAM: And what about this?
KATHERINE: This is really terrible. But I do think that the buttons
and button-holes should be in the front.
ADAM: (holds the shirt up in the front of him) And what are you supposed to do with all of this hanging out?
KATHERINE: (whispers something to him)
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ADAM: Oh, that’s supposed to go down in the trousers. Thank you,
little friend. Now I can manage. Goodbye. (kisses her on both cheeks and
runs down the steps to the orchestra pit)
KATHERINE: (Almost in tears, she stands with her hands to her cheeks
where he kissed her.) Goodbye. Goodbye. Come again soon. (rushes suddenly forward) Oh, if I’ve made a mistake about the time and he finds
her in the nursery, what will we do then? Oh, this is a terrible mess.
(runs behind the curtain to the right)

End of Scene 9
*****
Scene 10—End of Act One
When KATHERINE disappears after Scene 9, the stage becomes dark and
one hears sounds from a lively party. Happy voices, slight screeching, fragments of a song written for the occasion and sung to a well-known melody.
All of this can be heard via a recording—including the shuffling of dancing
feet. The curtain rises and EVE can be seen in her room in the villa on Peter
Perfectionist Street. The room is very ordinary with a distinctly young girl’s
look. To the right, there is a door leading to the other rooms. To the left there is
a Dutch door. Along the back wall is her bed. Flowers can be seen everywhere.
An open overnight bag is on the chair. On the floor is a larger suitcase. Her
clothes are strewn around the room. The room is dimly lit with a make-believe
moon outside. One hears the constant dance music and the shuffling steps
via the recording. Then, a door opens and the light from the room at the side
comes in. Two girls enter dressed in black and wearing caps similar to those
worn by waitresses. The light is turned on. One girl lifts the big suitcase
and carries it out. The other girl turns off the light. The stage is dark for the
moment. Then the aunts’ voices can be heard outside. The light is turned on.
AUNT ANNA: (coming in with AUNT MISSIA; they are both dressed in
the most outlandish gala outfits) My, would you look at all the flowers.
I call that a real wedding. (points to a large bouquet of dark red roses)
My goodness! That arrangement is splendid. How many are there?
(starts to count) One, two, three, four—(and so on)—twenty-two dark
red roses.
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AUNT MISSIA: Who could they be from? Isn’t there a card?
AUNT ANNA: Yes, but it’s not open. And I can’t read through the
envelope.
AUNT MISSIA: (sits down wherever she happens to be) Well?
AUNT ANNA: You look so puzzled. Is there something wrong?
AUNT MISSIA: I’ve eaten so much!
AUNT ANNA: Pig!
AUNT MISSIA: And the speakers were so long-winded.
AUNT ANNA: Ernst was good—very good.
AUNT MISSIA: Are they going to the hotel?
AUNT ANNA: What did you say?
AUNT MISSIA: I just asked if they were going to the hotel.
AUNT ANNA: It doesn’t make any difference. But I thought they
were taking the night train south.
AUNT MISSIA: Well, the sleeping car. Yes, I’ll say that much.
AUNT ANNA: To whom?
AUNT MISSIA: Oh, there are so many who have asked me in the
course of the evening if they have gone to the hotel or whatever. They
would like to send them their best wishes. What do I know? (suddenly
with a big outburst) Oh, Anna, if it was me who was getting married,
then I think I’d die. (quickly, as a thought on the run) Oh, yes, I’d die.
That’s for sure.
AUNT ANNA: You’ve been a chatterbox all your life, haven’t you?
Let’s go in. (They get up, and EVE’s laughter can be heard outside)
EVE: (comes in together with ELINE. EVE is in a wedding dress and is
carrying a bouquet. ELINE is wearing an elegant gown) Well, here sit our
little guinea hens. (hands the bouquet to them) Could you hold these for
me, please?
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AUNT ANNA: If you have to change, then we’ll go.
EVE: No, you can certainly stay the last night. I just have to put on my
street clothes. Then I’ll be ready to march away. (AUNT MISSIA sighs)
Dear Lord, God, it’s really so sad... (she goes on merely talking to herself)
I don’t know what I should do. There are flowers everywhere.
AUNT ANNA: Yes, may I ask who the twenty-two dark red roses are
from? Yes, those over there.
EVE: (takes the flowers) Heavens, how wonderful they are. Look at the
color! (hides her face in the flowers) Gosh, I’d like to take them with me.
Do you hear? I’d like to take them along.
AUNT ANNA: Who are they from?
EVE: That’s right! I forgot that. (starts to open the envelope) And you
were so sweet to save all the cards so we can figure out who to thank
when we get home. (reads the card, turns it over and looks at the back, then
looks at the flowers and suddenly throws them down and steps on them)
AUNT MISSIA and AUNT ANNA: But Eve!
EVE: Go! Go away, I don’t want anyone in here now. Can’t I have just
a little peace?
AUNT MISSIA and AUNT ANNA: (withdrawing toward the door) Yes,
but –
EVE: Go! (AUNT MISSIA and AUNT ANNA disappear backwards and
close the door)
ELINE: (looks as if she’ll leave)
EVE: No! You should stay. (EVE straightens her purse. ELINE nervously
picks up the flowers and the card, then puts them both down again.) Oh, the
devil has created all weddings. Who has taken my big hairbrush? Everything is bewitched today. (suddenly stands still) And then the idiot
dares to send me twenty-two dark red roses! Yes, just read the card.
Just read it. It’s sure no secret. Just – “Dear Eve, Now you can see for
yourself! Your loving Jørgen.” Now you can see for yourself, now you
can see for yourself—and the idiot is right. He is right. I’m staying
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home. (sits down) Of course I’ll stay at home. No one will get me to
go on a honeymoon. (gets up) Where is my hairbrush? Of course I’ll
leave. And you just stand and stare at me as if I have gone crazy—I
have gone crazy. I am crazy—good grief—haven’ t you seen my hairbrush? It’s as if my whole life revolves around my hairbrush. (ELINE
has found the brush and hands it to EVE) Thanks. Excuse me. I’ll be quiet
in a little bit. Just go in to the guests. Yes, do that now, hear? If you stay
away too long, they’ll think I’m changing and then we have to have all
that hubbub with the rice. And I don’t think I can stand that. Be nice
and leave.
ELINE walks out. EVE wearily waves her hairbrush. She seats herself on
the first thing she finds and stares straight ahead. The dance music and the
shuffling steps can still be heard. Suddenly her eye focuses on something or
other outside the Dutch door. She gets up and looks. She quickly goes over to
turn the light off. Only the moonlight shines into the room. She approaches
the Dutch door carefully. A shadow can be seen.
Who is it? Who is it?
The door opens and ADAM stands in the doorway. EVE takes a few steps
back and stares at him.
Oh, no! (throws herself suddenly on him and shouts at the top of her voice)
ADAM!!!!!
ADAM quickly wraps the bridal veil around her. He lifts her up and quickly
carries her out. The stage is quiet for a while. When the curtain falls very
slowly, the dance music and the shuffling steps, plus laughing voices can still
be heard.

End of Scene 10
END OF ACT ONE
*****
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ACT TWO
Scene 11—Adam and Eve
The theater is dark. The museum DIRECTOR comes up from the orchestra
pit. He’s a neatly dressed man in a morning coat. He is wearing a high hat
and white gloves, carrying a walking stick and a letter in his hand. The DIRECTOR stops at the prompter’s box. He looks keenly out over the audience,
as if he were looking for something. He looks at the letter, looks at the audience
again, and repeats this action. The DIRECTOR then turns around, but becomes confused when the curtain doesn’t go up. He doesn’t know right away
how he should get to the other side of the curtain. The curtain goes up very
quietly and one sees the museum set with the sleeping MUSEUM GUARD.
The DIRECTOR hurries in—excited, neat, and official. He looks up at Adam
and Eve’s frame that is now empty. The DIRECTOR then walks over to the
MUSEUM GUARD and tries to awaken him. He pokes him with the walking stick, but in vain.
DIRECTOR: (calling) Petersen! Petersen! No, that’s terrible! Petersen!
When Petersen can’t be roused at all, the director starts to examine him closer.
He discovers that there is a beer bottle under his chair. He stoops and wants to
take it but is stopped by the MUSEUM GUARD who, in his sleep, grabs the
director’s hand with the bottle. This puts the director in an awkward position.
MUSEUM GUARD: Stay away from my beer. It must be quiet in the
museum!
DIRECTOR: (works to get loose) Let go!
MUSEUM GUARD: The infamous paintings won’t even let my beer
alone. (gets up and snatches the bottle) Can you behave yourself, you—
(stops suddenly) oh, the director has my apology. (gives the bottle back)
DIRECTOR: Don’t bother me with your bottle. When I get time, you’ll
be discharged. (points to the empty frame) Where are Adam and Eve?
MUSEUM GUARD: Hmm… Where are they? They have completely
disappeared.
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DIRECTOR: Disappeared, my dear Petersen—right in front of your
nose. While you were sweetly sleeping, I received an anonymous letter about the unusual things that go on in the museum. (shows him the
letter)
MUSEUM GUARD: Shouldn’t we stop getting ourselves so excited before we search the area? They could have hidden someplace or other.
DIRECTOR: Hidden! Hidden! What is this nonsense about hiding
here. They are gone, and I’ll be in the newspaper.
MUSEUM GUARD: Aha! But just let me quickly review what’s happened before we go any further.
He walks quietly over and presses a bell. The curtain with the empty frame
rises slowly to reveal the green set in the middle of the stage—half standing
up, half laying down, ADAM sleeps with EVE’s head in his lap. EVE is in
her wedding dress. ADAM is in the clothes Katherine loaned to him.
DIRECTOR: Thank goodness they are still there. But how is it they are
lying down? They were painted in an upright position and half again
as large as life. I’ll not have this disorder.
MUSEUM GUARD: No, no Director! (looks at the sleepers) But nevertheless, look now at how sweetly they are lying and sleeping.
DIRECTOR: Aha! Quit being sentimental. Think more about getting
things back to their original condition and in a hurry.
MUSEUM GUARD: Does the director mean that I should undress
them? Because they are used to running around stark naked.
DIRECTOR: Good grief! I see that now. They are dressed! How in
Heaven’s name are the clothes supposed to come off?
MUSEUM GUARD: And she’s still a bride. Oh, they have perhaps legalized their relationship, but I thought of paradise as being without
pastors.
DIRECTOR: Oh, Petersen! You shouldn’t talk so much. Hold my hat!
My forehead is sweaty. (dries his forehead with a handkerchief)
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MUSEUM GUARD: (looks at ADAM, who is yawning and moving now)
Now a little life is coming back to them.
DIRECTOR: Sh-h—let’s observe them at a distance. Come on. (They
step back so ADAM won’t recognize them right away.)
ADAM: (Opens his eyes and stretches) Oh, good morning, you beautiful
blue Heaven. (chirping birds answer him) Good morning, birds. Can
you fly your way nicely and tell the whole world that she has come
back? Here it should smell like honeysuckles and the wind should
carefully dust the dew off the blades of grass—and the ripest fruit
should drop when she holds her hand out. Fly then! (loud chirping from
the birds that are flying up) Paradise, you are sometimes lovely to wake
up in. (Gets up carefully and moves EVE’s head so he can get up himself.
She keeps on sleeping. He kneels down beside her and kisses her.) Is it any
wonder my eyes may get surprised when you fill them up with your
picture? (kisses her again)
MUSEUM GUARD: I call that a well-prepared morning monologue!
DIRECTOR: Shh.
ADAM: (stretches and starts to move his arms) Arrh!
MUSEUM GUARD: May I sneeze?
DIRECTOR: Are you crazy? Certainly you can’t sneeze. Shh!
MUSEUM GUARD: It’s those honeysuckles. Now they are here, too. I
can’t help it. I must ignore the regulation for now. (sneezes with gusto)
ADAM: Who was that? (walks over and looks) In front of the bushes?
Who is that in front of the bushes? If you don’t answer, I’ll demand
that all the world’s swarms of wasps drive you out of your shelter.
DIRECTOR: (steps out with the MUSEUM GUARD) I am the director
of the museum!
ADAM: I can see that from your ridiculous appearance. Your attributes are obvious. This makes me believe that you are the Director.
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DIRECTOR: I request that I be addressed in a polite and proper manner. You forget to whom you are talking.
ADAM: The other way around, sir. The opposite. You forget that for
the moment you are conversing with your most ancestral father.
DIRECTOR: Can I speak here? You are and will remain—no matter
what you are called in the catalog—a very ordinary member of the
museum. And I wish, before I go over to a more detailed complaint
of this strange case, to get a quick and concise explanation of what is
happening here.
ADAM: Can’t you see that? I’m celebrating my wife’s homecoming!
DIRECTOR: From where?
ADAM: From the world where she has stayed as long as it takes for a
little red wrinkled newborn baby to become a grown, sexually mature
woman.
DIRECTOR: Nonsense. When would it be agreeable with you to give
me a fairly reasonable explanation?
ADAM: (whistles through his fingers and calls out to the right) Catalog
#408! Come in here!
DIRECTOR: 408? 408? Who is that?
MUSEUM GUARD: Oh that’s that little Bavarian, or whoever she is. I
sensed that there was more to this than met the eye, the way she has
jumped on and off the nail.
DIRECTOR: Are you all out of your minds? Is this a museum, or isn’t
it a museum?
ADAM: The house you have built, the management you have placed
over us, the supervision to watch us, the public who should see us—
the catalog that gives the wrong information—all of that is the museum. But the rest of us are alive!
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KATHERINE: (has come in from the right, sees EVE) Well, has she come
back? I have to get out of my frame. I’m too upset. (gives ADAM her
frame) My, how tired and pale you look. These years must have certainly been some bad ones. (discovers the DIRECTOR) Who is that? Is
that one of the gentlemen from the picture of the Stock Exchange?
Heavens! That’s the director! Give me my frame. (snatches the frame and
withdraws quickly)
DIRECTOR: Stay here! Don’t go before I talk to you!
ADAM: Don’t be afraid, Katherine. I’ll take care of him. (whistles again
through his fingers)
KATHERINE: (stares at ADAM) You look so good. I don’t know.
There’s something or other about you that puts me at ease today.
ADAM: She’s arrived!
KATHERINE: (kisses him suddenly) I’m so happy! Excuse me.
ADAM: (pats her on the cheek and motions to the two armored KNIGHTS
who walk in and stand on either side of the director) If he shows any sign of
moving, grab him by the collar. Put him in one of those big seascapes
or lock him up with Christian II in Sønderborg prison.
The knights slam their weapons on the floor with gusto.
DIRECTOR: This is a revolution!
ADAM: Call it what you’d like. (takes his top hat and walking stick) I’ll
borrow your crown jewels because now I’m the director of the museum for the first few hours until everything is in order and the sentence
is pronounced.
DIRECTOR: Why do I have to be sentenced? What have I done? If you
let me go without hurting a hair on my head, then I’ll neither report
anyone nor—
ADAM: You don’t interest us in the least bit. As soon as we are done,
I’ll see that your hat is ready and your walking stick is polished. Then
you can easily make the official luncheon you are going to.
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DIRECTOR: Oh, that’s great. Thank you. But what’s going to happen
here?
ADAM: Today we are arguing Eve’s case versus her family before the
museum’s court of justice. Take him aside. (The KNIGHTS lead the DIRECTOR a few steps back.) And you, Katherine, you take this message
around to everyone to tell them that justice will prevail.
KATHERINE: Yes, yes. The old gentleman with the wig on in the
north room—and—
ADAM: Yes, that’s good. Just run on.
KATHERINE: (runs over to the DIRECTOR and hangs the frame around
his neck) Now you can try to see what it’s like to be in a frame! (runs
out to the left)
ADAM: (turns toward EVE who is still sleeping, then walks over to her
and bends down) Now you must wake up, little love. Do you hear? You
must wake up. (kisses her) It’s daylight.
EVE: (waking up) Oh, Adam, take me into my bath!
ADAM: (lifts her up in his arms) All the water lilies open up and say,
“Good day!”
EVE: And while I bathe, you must be a dear and pick some flowers. I
need to get another dress on. (ADAM carries her out in the background
to the right.)
AUNT ANNA’S VOICE: (from the orchestra pit) Do you think it’s this
way?
AUNT MISSIA’S VOICE: Yes, here’s a staircase.
MISS FUNK’S VOICE: Thank goodness I put galoshes on. It’s so slippery here on all of this marble.
The family comes up the steps slowly. AUNT ANNA, AUNT MISSIA,
MISS FUNK, ELINE, and ERNST. They are all dressed in plain coats. The
ladies have umbrellas. They all stop at the ramp, turn, and shift. They look
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gaping with a museum look out at the audience. They look up in the balcony
and turn as if commanded, as their eyes catch sight of the green set.
AUNT ANNA: You can easily see that that is a garden. I’m going to
snatch a little cutting. (wants to go into the green set but is stopped by the
MUSEUM GUARD who is coming out, carrying large wings on his back)
MUSEUM GUARD: No admittance for non-residents!
AUNT ANNA: Wasn’t that a wonderful greeting? After all, why are
we here?
AUNT MISSIA: None of us knows. The whole thing is confusing. Just
so we can find Eve and we can go home again.
ERNST: We’re here to find Eve. Why else do you think the management called me to say that they could give us the necessary information?
DIRECTOR: Did you say the management? I have absolutely not
called anyone. I am the director of this establishment! But strange
things happen here. (He is grabbed from behind by the KNIGHTS and
dragged backwards amidst loud yelling.)
AUNT ANNA: That was terribly unpleasant!
ERNST: That must have been a poor half-crazy glass cutter. Didn’t you
see the frame?
MISS FUNK: (holding a large telephone receiver) What was it?
AUNT ANNA: (shouting) Nothing! There’s too much of an echo! (The
last syllable is repeated far away behind the set.)
MISS FUNK: I’m still not following. The bride disappears and then we
go to the museum.
AUNT MISSIA: Now, don’t ask so many questions, little Miss Funk.
AUNT ANNA: It’s beyond me why we have dragged that deaf creature along.
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ERNST: She was explicitly named. But let’s not stand here and draw a
crowd now. We can sit down on the sofa. (They all sit on the sofa.)
KATHERINE: (comes rushing in from the left) They’re on the way.
They’re on the way. The court can proceed. (She runs across the stage
and out to the right; the family stares at her—dumbfounded and speechless,
shaking their heads.)
MUSEUM GUARD: (comes from the left, places himself in the middle of the
stage, and strikes the floor with the mace) Quiet in the museum! Justice
will prevail.
At the same time, the green set slides up and one sees far into the museum
with many portraits and paintings hanging on the walls. All the faces look
like spectators at a trial. From center backstage comes a tall judge’s chair and
desk. And from the sides, desks are rolled forward toward the ramp and stop
at a convenient distance so the front set is free. Actors (non-speaking parts)
in strange outfits, all dressed in museum clothes and very historical, place
the benches to the left and right. Small railings for the accused, defenders
and witnesses are placed appropriately. Mumbling from many people can be
heard, as if they were making a lot of small talk.
AUNT ANNA: My, how nice it looks. Did you all see it?
AUNT MISSIA: But what’s it supposed to represent?
MUSEUM GUARD: (shouting) Quiet in the museum! Court is about
ready to come to order. (All noise dies down.) Will the accused take their
places on their benches? (points with the mace to the benches on the left
but no one reacts) First, second, third time—will the accused take their
places for the defense?
AUNT ANNA: Can you see them anywhere? My, how exciting it’s
starting to get! Why don’t they get up? (The MUSEUM GUARD takes
his mace and points at the family.)
MISS FUNK: Why is he pointing at me with his nasty curtain rod?
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AUNT ANNA: That’s just what he’s doing. Come, he’ll show us a better place. We can’t see so well here anyway. Come. (They all get up and
walk over to the benches on the left.) Yes, we can see much better here.
ERNST: This is the bench for the defense! What’s to be said?
AUNT ANNA: My goodness! Yes it is! But I haven’t even sat down
yet.
MUSEUM GUARD: Sit down! (Strikes the mace hard on the floor. They all
sit down automatically. Only ERNST remains standing.)
ERNST: (walks over to the museum guard) They can’t accuse us of anything. Would you put that monstrous thing away for the moment?
(tries to remove the mace)
MUSEUM GUARD: Sit down! (Apparently wants to poke ERNST. Wailing from AUNT ANNA.)
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: Sit down, little Ernst. Sit down!
Oh, how terrible. But this terrible misunderstanding must surely be
cleared up soon.
MUSEUM GUARD: (forces ERNST to sit down) Silence on the bench for
the defense!
ERNST: You are going to pay for this.
AUNT ANNA and AUNT MISSIA: Ernst! Ernst!
MUSEUM GUARD: (hits the mace hard on the floor again, and the fanfare
can be heard) Justice is final and absolutely stated!
Fanfare is heard again as the judge rises from behind the railing. On the highest side sits an old JUDGE with big white wig. On each side of him sit two
ASSESSORS with wigs just like the Judge’s. ADAM comes in with EVE
from the right. She is wearing a flowered dress which is mussed up. She has a
wreath of flowers on her head. They sit on the bench to the right. KATHERINE also comes in and sits to the right. The silent ACTORS come in and fill
the courtroom, occupying the remaining seats.
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AUNT ANNA: That’s Eve!
AUNT MISSIA: Yes, that’s Eve! Eve! (EVE doesn’t look up.)
BELLOWING VOICES: Silence!
AUNT ANNA: I have a right to say that that is Eve!
JUDGE: No. Silence! (slams a little gavel) Respect for justice. Order in
the court! (All get up. The FAMILY is a little slow in getting up—the MUSEUM GUARD has to draw their attention.) That is done then! Oh, Petersen! Where is Petersen now? Well, Petersen, will you see to it that
one of the cherubs plumps my pillow up a little? I’m already in pain.
(The MUSEUM GUARD acts very officiously, as if he were the usher.) Silence! If anyone tries to interfere with the procedure either verbally
or bodily without the foreman’s permission, the judge will make unfavorable charges. Then we’ll blow our nose! (The judge blows his nose)
Silence! Case “Eve vs. her family” will now begin!
An ASSESSOR gets halfway up and whispers something to the JUDGE.
JUDGE: Don’t we have—who’ll see to that? (looks out into the room)
Petersen, haven’t the jurors been selected? Will you see that that is
done now?
MUSEUM GUARD: Yes, certainly! (Some kind of a box or podium with
stair-like shelves is rolled in from the left. On the shelves stand marble busts
arranged like in a museum) Can’t these be used?
JUDGE: (with his head tilted to one side) Yes, they really are quite nice.
We’ll accept that. What about the machinery of justice? Does it function properly? Better get it greased!
The MUSEUM GUARD opens the gate at the JUDGE’s railing and reveals
a complicated baroque machine that he lubricates with an oil can.
JUDGE: Good, take your place, little Petersen. Who is the accuser?
ADAM: I am the accuser, and the accused must answer for themselves.
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JUDGE: No, you must actually have a real defender. Can’t we get a
defense attorney in a hurry? (confers with a whisper to the assessor) Escort the museum director in! (The two KNIGHTS come in with a pitiful
looking DIRECTOR) Remove the frame and set him up some place or
other where he doesn’t annoy anyone too much. Good! Now we have
a defender.
DIRECTOR: Yes, but unhappy me. I have no idea.
JUDGE: We won’t hear any more nonsense from you. Finished! Quiet!
Petersen, will you read the charges brought against the accused. Hurry now, Petersen, hurry!
MUSEUM GUARD (Steps forward with a paper in his hand. He reads in a
monotone voice with a continuous flow of words. It is impossible to understand even one word. The reading lasts about a quarter of a minute with rises
and falls in the rhythm. The JUDGE leans back in his chair and moves the
gavel up and down.)
JUDGE: Well, those were the charges brought against the accused. Do
the accused acknowledge themselves guilty? Yes or no?
ERNST: (hops up) I have not understood any of this. Besides, I just
want to say that, as a matter of principle, I find myself not guilty of
anything this court may accuse me of.
JUDGE: Good! Sit down!
AUNT MISSIA and AUNT ANNA: What have we been accused of?
JUDGE: Silence! (points to EVE) This young lady, who about twentytwo and a half years ago came into the home of the accused…
AUNT ANNA: Eve! You can’t accuse your own family. (EVE still sits
with her head bent down.)
JUDGE: Behave yourself dear lady. One more outburst and you’ll be
immediately put in jail. The lock on the door will be jammed. That’s
it! That’s it! Definitely. Oh, Petersen, wouldn’t you say that’s the end?
I have to save my voice.
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MUSEUM GUARD: (shouting) That’s it!
JUDGE: Thanks! The young lady came, as I indicated before, into
the home of the accused about twenty-two and a half years ago. She
went in free and unrestrained but came out tied and bound. She was
changed to such a degree that you would almost have to describe her
condition as bordering on unrecognizable. Now the undeniable conclusion in regards to a lawsuit and followed by the delivering of a
judgment would be a good deal easier if one could point out that the
young lady was directly mistreated. But that can’t be done. She hasn’t
been mistreated. She has gotten an extremely fine upbringing at that.
And she lives extremely well.
ERNST: Then I don’t see why— (The JUDGE looks at him sternly and
lets the gavel fall lightly. ERNST sits down and appears to be offended. He
mumbles.) Excuse me!
JUDGE: Cruelty, in the meantime, is not the reason for the charges
against the accused, which are that the family—in part deliberately
and part inadvertently and as a link in a well-organized plan—has directed the child along a very specific path in such a way that the result
in the last instance must be for the benefit of the family itself or the
family’s own ideals. Do people have the right to regard their offspring
as a part of their property for their own purposes? Do people have the
right to make plans for their children far in advance and, thanks to
habit, bind them to the degree that they at last don’t know if they are
seeing with their own eyes or with the eyes of all kinds of other people, if they can see at all? The accusation says: No! And recommends
that justice pass judgment and judge sternly. I should temporarily be
content to give the words to the museum’s public accuser. Adam!
MUSEUM GUARD: (hits the floor with his mace and shouts) The accuser
has the word. (ADAM has gotten up and walks over to the rail that is placed
to the right at the front of the set.)
ADAM: Respected museum personnel, members of the jury. Before I
start a detailed examination of the witnesses, I would like to confirm
that Eve did not leave the museum in her time in order to seek amusement in the real world but was only driven by a desire to live the life
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of a child. She had committed certain sins of omission concerning her
own children, which later caused irreparable injury to her descendants. This, my claim, rests on the statement by Catalogue #408. Are
you, Katherine, ready to take an oath of truthfulness for your statement?
KATHERINE: Yes!
ADAM: Thank you. That’s enough for now. I will examine the first
witness. Petersen, has the witness arrived?
MUSEUM GUARD: Is it that stuffed gentleman standing out there
with a slip of paper on his stomach?
ADAM: Probably. Bring him in. (Petersen motions to a couple of
KNIGHTS who carry in a stuffed armchair. It has a high back and stuffed
arms. A fringe, reaching to the floor, hangs along the lower edge of the seat.
The chair is placed to the left of the front of the stage.) Thanks. (ADAM
walks over toward the chair.)
JUDGE: Who’s going to sit in this fine chair?
ADAM: No one. The chair is the witness.
AUNT ANNA: That is Aunt Emily’s chair.
ADAM: Yes, and you have re-covered it and crocheted antimacassars for it. It has stood as a living creature in your living room. Why
shouldn’t it speak? Now you have heard people speculate that if only
one thing or the other could speak then it could surely tell interesting
things. Why not try it then?
JUDGE: You’ll never get it to say anything. There’s too much kapok
stuffing in its mouth.
ADAM: (walks all the way over to the chair) You must be aware of the
fact that you find yourself in a court room and that you later can be
held responsible for each and every word.
JUDGE: Yes, silence gives consent. Ask a real question.
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ADAM: How long have you been a chair in the Ernst family? (There
is a pause as everyone listens.) How long have you been a chair? (snaps
his fingers) Well, now I know what’s wrong and why it won’t answer.
It needs a little homey atmosphere. Petersen, can’t you get a dayroom
atmosphere for us?
MUSEUM GUARD: Gladly. Gladly.
He claps his hands. In the distance the melody that accompanied the family in the second and third scenes can be heard. Various silent ACTORS,
KNIGHTS, and some small cupids are set up quickly and they dance around
the table with a lighted lamp to the right of the front of the stage. Chairs are
placed around the table, and behind the armchair stands a plant arrangement.
Photographs shoot up from the plant. The door into the set might have been
changed, too. From the top of the set and from the sides, set pieces are pushed
in. This forms a closed dayroom as a new set within the other. The walls of
the room are not high so that you can continue to see the judge while the rest
of the courtroom is covered. The wall of the background set is decked with a
swinging door with door curtains on it. The room is otherwise typical. Cozy.
There are hangings and pictures. The whole set change takes place in time
with the family melody.
ADAM: Wonderful. Now we have atmosphere and, at the same time,
a good and clear picture of the scene of the crime.
JUDGE: Yes, and from here it really looks quite cozy.
ADAM: Wait a minute. The lighting doesn’t look homey enough. (The
lighting changes and is focused on the dayroom. When the JUDGE replies,
he is then in the spotlight.) Thanks. Now I think it will work. (pulls his
chair in) How long have you been a chair in the Ernst family? (There is
a longer pause—a ticking clock can be heard—then suddenly a man appears
from behind the chair. He is dressed in the chair covering and is stuffed and
wears twigs and wool fringe. He sits quietly in the chair and crosses his legs.)
How long have you been—
THE CHAIR: Thanks. I heard. Who’s asking?
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ADAM: I am. I’m the accuser in the case of “Eve vs. her family,” and
you have been called as a witness.
THE CHAIR: That’s great! But didn’t you know that this is a most
unquestionable family?
ADAM: Yes, because maybe you don’t have any reason to question
them.
THE CHAIR: Me? Actually, I delight in questioning them. Now I have
stood heaven knows how many years and have found myself witnessing the whole thing right in front of my nose.
ADAM: Did anything happen?
THE CHAIR: Not a thing. Not on the surface. That’s the point. In reality it doesn’t affect the make up of the families. That happens a lot.
One leaves that up to others while one sits himself and hangs on to his
refinement so it won’t slip away. Each morning the great world events
jump easily and quickly through the mailbox with a little bang just in
time to be enjoyed with a cup of coffee and a rusk. Strong feelings are
confined and well-secured in the bookcase where they stand beside
God the Almighty, Heaven and Earth’s creator, who can be found in
an illustration in a book. Well, that is indeed a moderate and wellpolished surface, where a poor speck of dust never gets a chance to
rest very many seconds at a time.
JUDGE: This seems to be both clean and peaceful.
THE CHAIR: Not peaceful!
JUDGE: Now you are contradicting yourself, dear chair. You said before that absolutely nothing happened.
THE CHAIR: Yes, but the war goes on very quietly.
JUDGE: Good grief, you wouldn’t have us believe that a war was going on right in the middle of the living room?
THE CHAIR: If His Excellency tries to say “living room” one more
time—! That’s not a living room.
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JUDGE: What is it then?
THE CHAIR: It’s a painting of the world. A vivid painting of the
world. The well-kept garden right here outside the windows is cut
with invisible trenches, and the harmless dayroom table facing me
knows from experience what it’s like to be used as a barricade—
ADAM: Yes, but why do they fight?
THE CHAIR: In order to get permission to hold on to their past.
JUDGE: That’s strange. I thought that was over long ago.
THE CHAIR: Yes, on the calendar. That was promptly changed every
morning. But otherwise one indeed lives well enough and one feels
strongly at home with it. The only one who can disturb the peace is
the future. The future. That’s the enemy. It goes by out on the sidewalk. It eavesdrops along the newly painted picket fence and threatens to filter in if one doesn’t plug all the cracks in the houses in time.
The future places double padlocks on the lumber room. But the best
insurance of all for the future—should I tell you what it is? It is children. Or better yet—the education you give them.
JUDGE: I call your attention to the responsibility you have for everything you say.
THE CHAIR: That doesn’t frighten me. I know what I’m talking about.
Remember all of the conversations I’ve heard here in the lamplight
while I sat and balanced one of the aunts who threw threads on me
or put plum seeds down in my stuffing when no one was looking. I’m
not otherwise afraid to claim that the child Eve was planned for and
molded into the future so that she could act as insurance. If you don’t
believe me, ask the walls, table, paintings, lamp; we are just like Eve—
prisoners in this room. (asks) Isn’t it true what I say?
VOICES: Yes!
THE CHAIR: Haven’t we all seen how she was slowly prepared for
this? Under the motto that it was all for her own good?
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VOICES: Yes!
THE CHAIR: And it was for her own good.
VOICES: You said that!
THE CHAIR: Shh. Can’t you hear?
ADAM: Yes, just like scraping with chairs.
THE CHAIR: This is the family getting up from the dinner table—
with chervil soup, roast veal, caramel pudding, and there’s Emma
with the coffee.
The swinging door opens, and a GIRL in black with a white cap and white
apron comes in with a silver tray. Behind her comes the whole FAMILY. Even
MISS FUNK. One sees it just like a dinner. They don’t seat themselves right
away. The GIRL leaves. ELINE pours the coffee for everyone. They seat themselves after a while. ERNST smokes and the smoke forms blue clouds. The
family melody can be heard far away.
ADAM: Aren’t you going to say anything?
THE CHAIR: Maybe not for the first half hour.
ADAM: We don’t really have time to wait.
THE CHAIR: After all, they must collect themselves a little. And while
that’s going on there really isn’t much to make note of.
ADAM: There must be something going on in their heads.
THE CHAIR: That’s doubtful. Missia has eaten too much caramel
pudding. That makes for dullness but we could try to ask if Anna is
thinking about anything worthwhile.
AUNT ANNA: When there’s only one poached egg per nose, one
doesn’t feel like taking two portions.
ADAM: Oh, she and her poached egg! It was the attitude about Eve
that interested me. I would very much like to know if it’s really true
about this guarantee for the future.
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THE CHAIR: Now you are too naive! It would be a pure stroke of luck
if one got you to speak a little on the positive side. The family has no
idea what they are doing themselves or why they do it. They work
completely by instinct and unconsciously. This is it! This is the most
terrible thing. You can put them through the third degree as much as
you want to and will never get a confession. They have no idea there’s
anything to confess. For once this is their strength and their excuse.
But just to be sure, we could ask Missia.
ADAM: Has she ever made a reasonable comment?
THE CHAIR: Try anyway, remind her of a certain afternoon in the
deer park. (points to Missia) See, she’s starting to wake up a little
when she hears this kind of talk.
AUNT MISSIA: I loved him. Oh, how I loved him!
ADAM: Who?
AUNT MISSIA: His job wasn’t good enough and his background
didn’t match my family.
AUNT ANNA: The most important thing, though, must be whether
or not one can support a woman! Oh, Missia, will you pass the sugar?
AUNT MISSIA: Here you are. (hands the sugar bowl from the tray to
AUNT ANNA) We only had one single afternoon in the deer park.
Then you took him away from me.
AUNT ANNA: One should never forbid anything. That never works.
There are so many other ways to do it.
AUNT MISSIA: If you had only prohibited me, then I might have
dared to do it anyway. But you just spoke in such a friendly way and
you were so understanding and gave good advice and casually spoke
about gratitude. You very quietly charged us with a debt, but you
didn’t say anything about whether it should ever be paid back. One
day you just suddenly stood there and asked us to surrender our future. And that’s exactly the same thing you are trying to do with Eve.
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AUNT ANNA: Little Missia, would you be so kind as to hand Ernst
an ashtray? His ashes are so long. (Missia hands Ernst an ashtray.)
Oh, now it fell anyway.
AUNT MISSIA: Ernst dropped his ashes. Anna has gotten something
in her teeth. Eline says nothing. Miss Funk is always reaching for the
ear trumpet. But there’s no one who will say anything to her. Here
we sit. And over in the bookcase is a dictionary. Find the word “live.”
It’s still there. But that’s not true of us. (She hits the table hard with a flat
hand.)
MISS FUNK: What was it that Missia discovered?
AUNT ANNA: (shouting) Nothing.
MISS FUNK places the ear trumpet sadly in front of her.
AUNT MISSIA: There’s never anything. It doesn’t make any difference. Now it’s too late. (looks around on the table for her purse)
THE CHAIR: I’m afraid that we won’t get her to say any more. Now
she’s so involved in her embroidery. And just as it went for Missia,
it also went for Eve. The goddess of love was just a welcome guest
in the Ernst family’s living room when she indicated a secure future
with safe conditions and solid furniture. And asked in a childish voice
about who Venus actually was. The question was put off with a lot
of nonsense and empty words were uttered as the Minuet from “Elf
Hill” was played.
ADAM: But doesn’t Eve have a stronger will than Missia?
THE CHAIR: Yes. She didn’t let herself get stepped on so much. What
she did, she did in silence. But after a while, she became tied up in a
web of lies and quibbles, which stuck tight to her conscience until one
day she made up her mind to throw her conscience overboard. But
the family didn’t see or hear that. In father Ernst’s diary for that day it
read: Chilly weather, Anna and Missia for dinner, afterward all four to
the Royal Theater to see “Mignon.”
ERNST: You are lying.
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THE CHAIR: Well, it was “Mignon.”
ERNST: You’re lying. I know you’re lying.
THE CHAIR: Because you know that you yourself sat here in your
house with an eye on each finger and this couldn’t have happened if—
ERNST: If Eve hadn’t had an ally. But an ally within the household.
(quiet for a moment) She hasn’t had that!
ELINE: (gets up) Yes, she has!
JUDGE: My, that dumb woman can give a reply quickly.
ELINE: Yes, I’ve been her ally. But I’ve never told her.
ERNST: Have you lost your mind, Eline?
ELINE: (has walked forward on the stage) I’ve never had a tremendously
good mind. I’ve appeared to be very pretty. I looked decorative at a
table – dressed in a pretty gown. I was a queen who never ruled but
just came out on the balcony and bowed.
ERNST: I forbid you to say any more.
JUDGE: Here! I am the one who does the forbidding. Sit down!
ELINE: The child has never been mine. Not even when I was expecting. After a ripe deliberation and consideration, the child was created
to continue the family. Because it was thought that there was something to continue. When I had done my duty and brought the child
into the world, I didn’t have any more to do with it.
JUDGE: That sounds so strange. There must have been more to it than
that.
ELINE: What?
JUDGE: Responsibility for the child’s upbringing, for example.
ELINE: Yes, babysitting. But what else?
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JUDGE: Is it really your opinion to claim that you haven’t the slightest
idea of how a child should be raised?
ELINE: Do you know that?
JUDGE: Me? No! Yes, it can be said. But what in the world are you
asking me for?
ELINE: You can see for yourself. It’s not that easy.
JUDGE: But you must have a philosophy, dear lady. We used to all
have one.
ELINE: Yes, but why should we force it onto our children? I don’t see
any point to that. The children have to figure that out for themselves.
But if it’s the judge’s idea, then my husband has the right—
JUDGE: Aha. There can—excuse my swearing—damn it! There can be
differences in one’s personal philosophies. The one may be good. The
other goes straight to hell.
ELINE: Yes, but who decides which is a good philosophy and which
isn’t?
JUDGE: Oh! One has a feeling about such things.
ELINE: Yes, feelings. That’s the only thing women have going for
them. What should we set up opposite the garden of impartial arguments and logical foundations that man comes up against when he
must have justice that interferes with the devil’s power and might?
ADAM: Madam, do you yourself think you have been a good ally to
your daughter?
ELINE: No. But I didn’t know how important those very first years
were. Daily discipline and strong obedience were also a pleasure for
me. It wasn’t until later that I discovered a wall between the child and
us. I could only help her with keeping secrets from her father and see
that she had excuses to get as much free time as possible.
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ADAM: That day with the chilly weather and “Mignon” -- did you
have a feeling that something else happened?
ELINE: Maybe not exactly that day.
ADAM: But you knew something about Eve that the others didn’t
know.
ELINE: Yes. But not for sure. Don’t think it’s been easy for me.
ADAM: Yes, but why didn’t you proceed?
ELINE: Then there wouldn’t have been the slightest chance of confidence between Eve and me. And now I know—yes—now you can say
it’s all over. But I knew Eve would never be afraid to come to me—
if—if—yes, you understand me—and that was the only thing I had to
cling to. I realized too late that what one wishes for one’s children, in
reality, is what one wishes for oneself. And that error I’d like to correct
again. As much as possible.
ADAM: Thanks, Madam, that’s enough. You can sit down again at
the table in the living room. (Eline goes over and sits down. The family
resumes the same position as before.)
THE CHAIR: Once again peace rests over the country and the city. But
one hears something far away. (Everyone listens—there is a dull sound
like rolling thunder far away.)
JUDGE: Yes. What is it?
THE CHAIR: (The rolling sound comes closer and recedes again.) That’s
life going by outside. (points to the family) But they don’t hear it. History is being written. But they aren’t interested in history. Not before
it’s been printed and published, nice and attractive. Then one can take
a position on it.
Shouting voices, snatches of songs, and screaming sounds are mixed together
in an uproar. It gets louder. The family sits very indifferently. The ladies are
embroidering. Ernst is blowing rings with the smoke from his pipe. The
uproar diminishes. There’s a slight pause.
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AUNT ANNA: Oh, is there anything so cozy as when you are sitting
inside and the weather is so bad outdoors? I wonder if there might be
any burnt almonds in the bonbons? (The uproar starts again.)
THE CHAIR: (gets up) Yes, it’s none of your business. You sit cozy and
secure in your plush fortress. Your most sincere hope is that what goes
on outside will never concern you. Or your children. For that matter,
not before it could possibly be to your advantage. (The uproar gets violently louder. It’s storming, and towards the end there is lightning.)
JUDGE: (strikes the gavel angrily and shouts, attempts to be heard) Yes,
thank you. Now we’ve gotten enough charges. Get rid of the living
room, Petersen. Otherwise it will deteriorate into private bickering.
The KNIGHTS remove the mobile sets and clear the stage.) And air out a
little! We need it. (A pair of cupids run around with sprinklers just like you
see in the movie theater.) Good, boys. Run back then to your set hanging
over the stage. (The cupids run out. The stage is cleared. ADAM has gone
over to EVE, who is still sitting with her head bowed. The family is once again
sitting in their places. VENUS is sitting next to KATHERINE. THE CHAIR
is placed to the left of the stage.)
ADAM: (to EVE) Look up, little love. (EVE shakes her head.)
JUDGE: And now we’ll hear a little from our defender.
DIRECTOR: Yes, but I don’t have the slightest understanding of the
judicial system.
JUDGE: Do you think I have? I was just elected because I had a wig in
my possession. Be nice and join in.
MUSEUM GUARD: (hits the floor) The defender has the floor. (The DIRECTOR gets up, a little sad. He starts walking toward the railing. At the
same time, EVE hops up and runs forward to the middle of the stage.)
EVE: No!!!! I have!!
EVERYONE: Eve!
EVE: Yes, now it’s me who has the floor.
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JUDGE: Ohh! These women! These women and their intuitions.
Haven’t I just sat here and explained that the counsel for the defense
would be first?
EVE: Yes, but I am the defense. And I won’t yield.
JUDGE: Hm—!
EVE: (points at the DIRECTOR, who is sneaking back to his seat) Everything that the accuser has indicated and will indicate is true. I’d be the
first to endorse that because all the charges are namely mine without
exception. I experienced them in thought myself when I couldn’t fall
asleep as I lay in the grass in Paradise yesterday evening. But there’s
one thing he has overlooked. Or that he wants to overlook. These accusers have, to the same high degree that I myself have, fallen as a
sacrifice for the childhood term they have been forced to serve. High
Judge, at one time I left the museum and turned back to life in order
to experience a childhood which man had deprived me of. But instead, man promised me a term as a child whose existence I had never
known or recognized.
JUDGE: Childhood term? What’s that? When was that introduced?
EVE: It’s not written any place. But you’ve all served it. It’s the first
duty that’s placed on the new members in an organization. No one
gets by without serving it. All medical certificates are worthless. The
time served is long and for many this time is very difficult. They can’t
adapt and they don’t understand why one must have respect for a
few distinctions when one can’t appreciate the facial expressions of
the people concerned. Punishment drills don’t help and as a rule, they
become concerned deserters. On the other hand, there are many who
are happy for the time served, and they love to talk about the time
they spent as children and they contend that they would not trade
that time for gold. And in the end, there’s a whole crowd who find
themselves keeping step in the right direction and they keep on with
it through their entire lives. They straighten themselves slavishly in
light of the army’s regiment book published by grandparents and
great-grandparents and with an introduction by the defense minister.
My parents and my family belong to the last group. That’s the truth.
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And it doesn’t help that you ask me to bring a whole row of witnesses.
It’s not necessary. I am a witness. You are witnesses. All of you who sit
in this courtroom. Everyone who has been a child.
ADAM: Your honor. I protest against this kind of defense. Although it
bears the sad stamp of truth and serves only one end, namely to turn
the blame away from the accused. With the argument that they got the
largest part of their experiences from their parents. Isn’t it a beautiful thought that children blindly believe what their parents tell them
when it’s emphasized that it’s for their own good? Wouldn’t it be a sad
and suspicious child who in the baby carriage, says: Nothing doing! I
can take care of that best by myself—and that’s it?
JUDGE: Yes, one must say that would be a very unfortunate child.
ADAM: Doesn’t the high judge believe that it is difficult for a child
who for the whole first part of its life has had its will and responsibility in his father’s pocket? Doesn’t the high judge believe it’s difficult
for such a child to suddenly be placed on his own two feet? Wouldn’t
it be better to have the child continue to stand on the family’s feet in
the form of a little modern edition?
JUDGE: Perhaps.
ADAM: And the defense continues in the same way and meanwhile
the responsibility turns itself slowly back through generations until it
stops with me. I was the first father. I don’t have the remotest chance
of pushing the responsibility on anyone else. And therefore I register
a protest.
JUDGE: And the bench recognizes the protest. Continue.
ADAM: Good. Then I have the honor to refer to what has been seen
and heard here today. To focus the accused on the promise of the museum’s most difficult sentence. With this I protest that the accused
with full knowledge deprived the child, Eve, of her freedom and capacity to see the world as she wanted to. They let her struggle for ideals that would serve only the family itself.
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EVE: I ask that the bench take the strongest possible consideration
for the accused and the provable freedom from responsibility and not
let yourselves be tricked by the accusation of committing a judicial
murder. (in a strong voice) The accused’s actions are being dictated by
your past, your milieu, and your class of people. From everything
that surrounds you. The accused should have been here. I wish that
they could have been here. Otherwise, I would have never thought of
standing behind the railing as a defender.
ADAM: Just one single parting observation. I ask the high judge to
draw his attention to the fact that the defender is dependent on the
accused. Just keep in mind that with their presence in this courtroom,
they are capable of changing a freedom-loving Eve into a dependent
daughter who is ready to sacrifice everything out of conventional pity.
One burdened her with serving a term as a child and the discipline
was so severe that she didn’t dare complain about her superiors. She
didn’t dare defy the first command in this world where she lived for
twenty-two and a half years. The command says, “Thou shalt not.”
This is my last word.
EVE: Thou shalt not. Thou shalt not. But have you forgotten who it
was who said, “Thou shalt not,” for the very first time in man’s life?
Adam, that was us! You and me! Right after the Fall of Man. Everyone after us wrongly had thought this was the Fall of Man. We stood
under the tree and looked at each other. We were naked, and we said,
“Thou shalt not.” And soon the world started to dress and have the
clothes that we all fuss about. High Judge, you can judge. You must,
and shall, give judgment in favor. If you judge, then you judge yourself and everyone.
JUDGE: Yes, you can let me do that, little madam. That may be. Then
we have just reached the charge to the jury. I’ll skip over that for the
time being and be content to ask the honored jurors a question: guilty
or not guilty. Then I’ll judge when they’ve answered. Petersen, will
you roll the juror’s box down in the print room. There they can consider the verdict better in peace and quiet. Rest. Stand at ease. Take a
break. (The juror’s box is rolled out, and people in the court room take more
natural positions. Everything is quiet. One can hear only a monotone voice
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behind the stage repeating the words, “guilty,” “not guilty” like clockwork.
Then the museum guard comes in from the left.)
MUSEUM GUARD: (comes in from the left and appears eager) Shhh.
JUDGE: You are so strange. Why are you shh-ing?
MUSEUM GUARD: There are visitors in the museum. And they are
coming in here.
JUDGE: Confound them. Quiet, everyone. Everyone must sit quietly;
we are in a painting. (Silence hovers over the whole courtroom. Everyone is
sitting as if they were in a tableau.)
YOUNG MAN: (comes from the right with his GIRLFRIEND. They are
walking, holding hands.) We’ll sit here. Here’s a sofa that was placed
here just for us. Can you see anyone? (She shakes her head. They sit down
and kiss each other for a long time.)
GIRLFRIEND: When do they close?
YOUNG MAN: Certainly not for a few hours. (Everyone in the court
room rolls their eyes toward the sky and sighs silently.)
GIRLFRIEND: (The YOUNG MAN kisses her again.) Oh, thank God
for museums. Sitting here with you—just with you—for hours. (The
JUDGE folds his hands and prays to Heaven silently. There is a long pause
while they kiss.) Sitting here, loving one another in peace in front of all
these beautiful paintings. Incidentally, where are they? All the frames
are empty. (looks at the courtroom) Well, this is a—my, that’s a large one.
I wouldn’t have that in my coal cellar. (They turn forward, toward the
audience, and embrace one another.) Is he staring?
YOUNG MAN: Who?
GIRLFRIEND: The old man with the wig on up in the clouds.
JUDGE: (hits the railing loudly) Well, really, you shouldn’t. (discovers
suddenly he has forgotten himself. Sits down again like a tableau. The young
couple turn around frightened. They stare.)
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GIRLFRIEND: Did someone just say something? (They look in every
corner.) Oh, this place gives me the chills. It’s as if someone is looking
at you. Come. I’d rather be out in the sunshine. (They get up. She puts
her hat on. They hurry out. The whole courtroom listens to their footsteps and
starts breathing easy again.)
JUDGE: How fortunate that I lost my temper. Otherwise we would
not have gotten rid of them until after the first few loving hours.
MUSEUM GUARD: Mr. Judge—
JUDGE: What happened, Petersen? You look so irritated.
MUSEUM GUARD: All of the jurors went to pieces. There isn’t even
a whole head left.
JUDGE: Dear me, dear me. What are we going to do now? I don’t dare
make the judgment myself.
A feeling of drowsiness falls over the room. The lighting is dimmed, and one
still hears the words “guilty,” “not guilty” repeated like clockwork. All are
sitting motionless and lifeless. Then one suddenly hears a VOICE that sings
sprightly and cheerfully. Slowly all the heads are raised and they look toward
the ceiling where the song is coming from.
JUDGE: Who’s singing? Can anyone see who it is?
VOICES: No.
EVE: (points up) Now I can see who it is. It’s a painter. He’s sitting there
on the cornice. Can’t you see him? There.
VOICES: Yes.
JUDGE: Yes, really! (shouts) Hello, up there. What are you doing?
PAINTER’S VOICE: (from up above) Now I’m coming. Make room for
me. Be careful. There’s paint in the cans. (All look up. The PAINTER
hoists himself down. He’s sitting on a small board suspended by two ropes.
Paint cans stand beside him. He jumps down. The board goes up again.) I’ve
just been sitting and repairing something that had peeled off on the
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cornice. Besides that, I’ve kept up with what’s been happening. (walks
toward the steps to the orchestra pit)
JUDGE: Then maybe you can help us. (The PAINTER stops.) Up on
your flimsy perch you’ve perhaps seen the case from a completely
different angle.
ADAM: (has gotten up and is walking over to the PAINTER) Yes, you
could be an unbiased judge.
EVE: (has placed herself next to ADAM) And you could above all be a
living judge.
PAINTER: And no one would give me a bad time afterwards?
JUDGE: Oh, Petersen, will you give the gentleman a written guarantee
that he will not be bothered afterward?
PAINTER: Good. (to ADAM) Just take the paint cans. (ADAM takes
the paint cans. The PAINTER pulls his trousers up and spits on his hands.)
Order in the court! (all rise) You can call that precision work. Sit down!
(all sit down) Good. Then I’ll order Adam and Eve to—
JUDGE: Yes, but dear painter. They are not the ones to be judged.
PAINTER: Yes, by gum is that so? Am I or am I not the judge?
JUDGE: You are, you are. But therefore it should be the accused who
are judged, then.
ERNST: Now, I must step in for once, opposing the judge’s interpretation.
JUDGE: Yes, but then I won’t accept any complaints later if you aren’t
satisfied with your judge. (Ernst shakes his head.)
PAINTER: Good. Then I’ll order Adam and Eve to leave the museum
for the moment and return to life on the outside.
EVE: Thank you. And thanks for letting me take Adam with me this
time.
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PAINTER: You’re welcome! But he’s not just going along for practical
reasons. He should really go around just like in the old days and have
a feeling of wonder. And he must have the desire to give all things
completely new names. Completely different than those he chose before. But he shouldn’t be the sole agent. He should have thousands of
branches so all children could eventually have permission to call the
world what they’d like. Not just all those on the numbers and nameplates that their family carefully—and with the best of intentions perhaps—fastens on everything with pins. The world’s not a museum.
Each day is as new and as fresh as when Adam saw the hen lay an egg
for the first time. But there are some who put on the old gloves. And
that isn’t acceptable, even if it’s done very nicely. (points to the family)
And that’s what you’ve done.
ERNST and AUNT ANNA: Us? We thought we had been acquitted.
PAINTER: Acquitted. Acquitted. That’s your business. I sentence you
in the meantime to change places with Adam and Eve. You are to take
up residence here at the museum. You won’t miss anything—you
won’t notice the slightest change in your daily habits. If I hadn’t accidentally sentenced you, you wouldn’t have guessed that it was a
sentence. I’m waiting for protests.
ERNST: Yes.
ELINE: That doesn’t make any difference. You are most welcome to
protest. The long winter evenings must be filled with something and
it doesn’t make any difference if you sit here or there and protest. You
are still protesting about the same thing.
EVE: Mother!
ELINE: I follow you, Eve. But I follow you best from my window.
JUDGE: The sentence was pronounced. Now, everyone has to straighten themselves out. Petersen, will you strike the floor and say the court
stands adjourned?
MUSEUM GUARD: The court stands adjourned!
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PAINTER: And now we break up. Everybody home to their frames
to be comfortable. Adam and Eve will go with me. It’s nice to travel
without baggage.
One hears the melody the painter was singing under the dome. ADAM and
EVE wave goodbye. They kiss everyone who needs to be kissed. All wave with
colored handkerchiefs. Only ERNST and AUNT ANNA stand with bowed
heads. Everyone on stage follows ADAM and EVE toward the ramp. ADAM
and EVE walk toward the steps to the orchestra pit. The PAINTER walks in
front. KATHERINE holds on to EVE’s arm. Suddenly the museum curtain/
wall where the Adam and Eve painting had been hanging goes down. Adam
and Eve, the painter, and Katherine stand outside. One sees many paintings
on the museum walls, dominated by a painting of the Ernst family in the garden next to the house, just like as seen in the fourth scene. One hears constant
voices behind the curtain. They are shouting goodbyes and farewells. Then
they leave. EVE looks up at the painting.
KATHERINE: Don’t be sorry about it. It’s not necessary. You’ll have
it as you want it. Listen, they’re already all the way home and have
forgotten that there was anything called a trial.
They listen. One can clearly hear AUNT ANNA’s voice behind the curtain.
AUNT ANNA: My, how nice the weather’s been this afternoon. But
now it’s getting a little chilly. Oh, Missia, will you be sweet and get my
Italian shawl? It’s lying on Aunt Emilie’s chair in the day room.
EVE: Oh, you, Katherine. Wouldn’t you like to go with us?
KATHERINE: I love both of you and I’ll keep on loving you until I
am torn to pieces in all directions and can’t see who I am supposed to
be. But I’ll stay here. Because after all, we are a couple of pieces that
belong at the museum. I’ve discovered that I also have a difficult time
remembering new names!
KATHERINE kisses EVE on both cheeks and clasps ADAM’s hand. ADAM
walks down the steps together with the PAINTER and disappears. EVE
stands hand in hand with KATHERINE, then ADAM shouts.
ADAM: Eve! Eve!
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EVE: I’m coming. I’m coming. (She goes down the steps and disappears.
The PAINTER’s song becomes fainter and fainter. KATHERINE stands and
waves. She dries a tear on her cheek. Waves weakly for the last time. She
turns and runs quickly into the set. The curtain falls quickly.)

THE END
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Trying to Disappear:
One Translator Among Many Authors
by
Michael Favala Goldman
A literary translator ought, as much as possible, take on the voice
of the author, or the author’s characters, in much the same way an
actor takes on a role in a play. The goal is that the reader forget that
the words they are reading have been translated at all. The new work
needs to stand on its own as a legitimate work of literature, hopefully bearing successfully the unspoken attitudes and inferences of the
original author, but in the new language. The artifice involved ought
to be invisible.
There is no avoiding the fact that any derivative art, such as translation, will bear some mark of the intermediary’s life experience and
knowledge. But the skillful translator will endeavor to minimize his
own fingerprints on the text, and let the original author’s intent pervade the pages without disruption. Even in a brief excerpt, the reader
ought to get a sense of the author’s unique voice as well as an appreciation for the translator’s sensitivity to the integrity of the original
style through his use of word choice, punctuation, sentence structure,
use of contractions, and other elements of speech that communicate
between the words and lines.
To illustrate this individuality, this article presents brief examples
of five of my recent prose translations of works by diverse Danish
authors, including Peter Nansen (1915), Knud Sønderby (1950), Tove
Ditlevsen (1971), Suzanne Brøgger (1986), and Erik Knudsen (1988).
In the first excerpt, from Nansen’s novel Brødrene Menthe, the reader
may note how the numerous adjectives and dense sentences contribute to an elevated and formal style, typical of the time period, but also
of the subject matter: two high society attorney brothers. In the next
excerpt from Sønderby’s essay, there is still formality, evinced by the
long sentences and poetic word choices, but it is softened by the sensory language, as the author seems to invite us to be there with him
and experience what he is experiencing. The excerpt from Ditlevsen’s
memoir is stripped of all formality as she reveals her most private ex129
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periences in simple, straightforward terms, as if we were her trusted
friend. Brøgger’s essay uses longer and more complex word choices
than Ditlevsen’s, reflective of the philosophical nature of her personal
observations. Although her sentence structures may be similar to Sønderby’s, the abstract nature of her subject causes the reader (and the
translator) to slow down and think. Finally there is the prose poem by
Knudsen, which is not an excerpt, but a piece in its entirety. In these
few lines there are multiple leaps of logic, setting, and surprise, like an
impressionistic painting that cannot be discerned up close, but needs
distance and an openness of vision to apprehend. The word choices
are relatively colloquial, but with surprising sequence and musicality.
In translating each of these pieces of prose, I have had to make
scores of choices regarding word choice, punctuation, grammar, and
other elements of language. For example, in the first line of the Sønderby excerpt, consider the multiple possibilities for translating “stormen” or “vold.” The same goes for “tugthus” in the Nansen excerpt.
For me as a translator it felt appropriate in the Ditlevsen excerpt to
use contractions and punctuation that accentuate her laconic style.
Sometimes I have deleted words or short phrases, which, if included,
may have hampered the English without adding anything of value,
for example the “ja” towards the end of the Brøgger excerpt. In the
middle of the Knudsen prose poem, I have chosen to use an em dash
after “høet” instead of the original comma. There is no end to attention to detail in translating literature. Nor is there any ideal perfect
solution, just choices that seem to work relatively better or worse in a
given context. Art is an approximation. Someone once said that art is
what happens in the observer. In my translations, if the reader feels
that they are hearing the voice of the original author, that my artifice
has become transparent, then I have done my job.
*****
Peter Nansen
Peter Nansen (1861-1918), besides being the literary director at
Gyldendal Publishing from 1896-1916, was the author of six essay collections, six plays, and six novels, of which Brødrene Menthe was the
last, published three years before his death. He was also a journal130
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ist who wrote for three newspapers over the course of twelve years.
Nansen was a central figure in the political and literary life of Copenhagen for most of his adult life, and he had close relationships with
cultural icons Herman Bang and Georg Brandes. His second wife was
the actress Betty Nansen.
Excerpt from Brødrene Menthe (1915)
Carl Emil Menthe havde ialfald ikke kedet sig i de 20 Aar, hvor han,
som den skæmtefulde gamle Aktor sagde, havde “studeret til Tugthus.” Ikke alle Pengene var gaaet til Spilde i uheldige Spekulationer.
Som Aktor videre sagde: “Paa C. E. Menthe passer i ganske sjælden
Grad det gamle Ord: Uheld i Spil, Held i Kærlighed. Denne min forhenværende Kollega har i alle Herrens Lande vundet Sejre, der ikke
alene kan tilskrives hans Rundhaandethed. Mens hans ForretningsJournaler ikke altid udmærker sig ved Akkuratesse, er hans erotiske
Journaler af en beundringsværdig Klarhed og Nøjagtighed. Vi faar for
hver ny Erobring Navn, Stand, Dato, ja ofte Klokkeslet. Og et nydeligt
specificeret Regnskab. Mange af disse Damer har, bortset fra saadanne
Udgifter, der vistnok almindeligvis anses for at paahvile den mandlige Part – saasom Fortæring i Restauranter, Automobiler, Vogne,
Blomster, Drikkepenge etc. – egentlig ikke lukreret ved Forholdet til
vor Fortryller. De har gjort særdeles net Gengæld ved Kærlighedsgaver af udlignende Værdi: kostbare Slipsnaale, Arm- og Fod-Lænker,
Cigaret-Etuier o.a.l.”
From my translation, The Menthe Brothers
Carl Emil Menthe had by no means been sitting idle the past twenty
years, when he had, as the mocking old prosecutor put it, “studied
for the penitentiary.” Not all the money had been wasted in unlucky
speculations. As the prosecutor stated, “The old adage ‘unlucky in
gambling, lucky in love’ applies particularly well to C. E. Menthe. This
man, my prior colleague, has been victorious far and wide, in ways
which cannot be ascribed simply to his generosity. While his business
ledgers may not always distinguish themselves with their accuracy,
the entries in his erotic journals show an admirable degree of clarity and precision. For each new conquest we receive a name, social
status, date, often the hour as well. And a delightfully detailed ac131
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count. Many of these ladies have, apart from certain expenses which
apparently generally rested on the male counterpart – items such as
restaurant meals, automobiles, taxis, flowers, tips, etc. – evidently not
profited from their relationship to our charmer. They responded quite
nicely in kind with gifts of affection of compensatory value: expensive
tie clips, arm- and foot-manacles, cigarette cases, etc.”
*****
Knud Sønderby
Knud Sønderby (1909-66) was an eminent Danish novelist, journalist,
translator and essayist. He was also a founding member of the Danish Academy. The initial printing of his first novel, Midt i en Jazztid
(1931) (In a Jazz Age) sold out in fourteen days due to its immediate
popularity among the youth of Denmark. Today it is his most wellknown work and an integral part of the Danish literary canon. For
two decades Sønderby wrote as a journalist for three major Danish
newspapers while publishing four additional novels and six plays, as
well as translating numerous works into Danish for the Royal Theater,
including Death of a Salesman, Joan of Arc, and The Cherry Orchard. This
essay is drawn from one of his six essay collections.
From “Blæsten i Vestjylland,” in the essay collection
Hvidtjørnen (1950)
Man står og støtter sig til stormen, er helt i elementets vold, må administrere sit åndedræt for ikke at blive kvalt i en for stor mundfuld,
sommetider kan man ikke høre andet end suset om En selv. Vinden
spiller jo på Ens egen krop som på et instrument, trommer på tøjet,
piber om næsebor og øreflip, tuder i mundvigene, nye instrumentale
mærkværdigheder for hver stilling, man indtager, og først når man
har listet sig til den vinkel, der giver lydlig tomgang om En selv, hører
man havets dystre tone i al dens renhed, når på en gang ud i havstokken, Ens øre ligger pludselig derude, overskylles som en musling
af hver brusende bølge, skylles frem og tilbage i brændingen, slibes
mod sand og vand i havets tunge rytme.
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From my translation “The Wind in West Jylland,”
Knud Sønderby, Selected Essays (2017):
You stand leaning against the gale, under the element’s power, have
to guide your breathing so you don’t get suffocated by too large a
mouthful. Sometimes you hear nothing but the whoosh around yourself. The wind is playing on your body like on an instrument, drumming on your clothing, whistling through your nostrils and earlobes,
howling in the corners of your mouth, new instrumental peculiarities
at every change in position. And when you have adjusted yourself to
the angle that provides a hiatus to the sounds around your person,
then you hear the ocean’s sinister tone in all its purity, reaching you
all at once from the surf. Your ear is suddenly out there in the water, washed over like a shell by every showering wave, swept back
and forth in the breakers, polished against the sand and water in the
ocean’s heavy rhythm.
*****
Tove Ditlevsen
Tove Ditlevsen (1917-76) was one of the most notable Danish literary
personalities of the twentieth century. She enjoyed great popularity
as a writer of both poetry and prose. She used her impoverished upbringing, her fragile psyche, and her long-standing problems with relationships and narcotics as sources of inspiration for her writing. The
result was a long list of unique, honest, uncompromising works with
which countless readers have identified. Ditlevsen wrote more than
thirty books, including her semi-autobiographical novel Barndommens
Gade (The Street of Childhood) which has been recognized as part of
the Danish literary canon.
From Gift (1971)
Mon det er nat eller dag? Jeg løfter mig op på albuerne og lader
mig med besvær glide ud af sengen. Jeg opdager, at jeg ikke kan stå
oprejst. Så kravler jeg på alle fire hen over gulvet og løfter mig op på
skrivebordsstolen. Anstrengelsen er så stor, at jeg må lægge armene
hen over skrivemaskinens taster og hvile hovedet et øjeblik på dem.
Mit åndedrag hvæser gennem stilheden. Jeg må handle, inden klor133
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alen holder op med at virke. I hånden knuger jeg sedlen med Geert
Jørgensens telefonnummer. Jeg tænder skrivebordslampen og drejer
på skiven, mens jeg lytter efter svar. Hallo, sigen en rolig stemme, det
er Geert Jørgensen. Jeg siger mit navn. Å Dem, udbryder han, sikke
en tid at vække mig på. Er der noget i vejen? Jeg er syg, siger jeg, han
kommer vand i sprøjten. Hvilken sprøjte? Pethidin, siger jeg og er ikke
i stand til at forklare mig nærmere. Giver han Dem pethidin, siger han
skarpt, hvor længe har det stået på? Jeg ved det ikke, hvisker jeg, nogle år tror jeg, men nu tør han ikke mere. Jeg er ved at dø. Hjælp mig.
From my translation, Dependency (Penguin Classics, 2019)
I wonder if it’s night or day. I lift myself up on my elbow, and with difficulty slide out of bed. I realize that I don’t have the strength to stand
up. So I crawl on all fours across the floor and pull myself up onto my
desk chair. It takes so much effort that I have to lay my head down on
the typewriter keys and rest. My breathing wheezes in the silence. I
have to take action before the chloral stops working. In my hand I’m
clutching the note with Geert Jørgensen’s telephone number. I turn on
the desk lamp, dial the number, and wait for an answer. Hello, says a
calm voice, this is Geert Jørgensen. I say my name. Oh, you! he says.
This is quite a time to call and wake me up. Is something wrong? I’m
sick, I say. He’s putting water in the syringe. What syringe? Demerol,
I say. I’m incapable of explaining anymore. Is he giving you Demerol?
he says sharply. How long has this been going on? I don’t know, I
whisper. A few years, I guess, but now he doesn’t want to do it anymore. I’m dying. Help me.
*****
Suzanne Brøgger
Suzanne Brøgger (b. 1944) is the author of twenty-five books. As a
journalist, essayist, novelist, playwright, and poet, she has made a career of challenging western societal norms, especially with respect to
gender, love, and sex. Her 1973 book Fri os fra kærligheden (Deliver Us
From Love) has been translated into twenty languages. She is a member of the Danish Academy and a recipient of a lifelong grant from the
Danish Arts Foundation.
134

Trying to Disappear: One Translator among Many Authors | Michael F. Goldman

From “Om at gå over floden – inspirationskilder og
forudsætninger” (1986)
Når man har oplevet meget og levet i mange forskellige kulturer, kan
der ske 1 à 2: Enten forstærkes ens sammenligningstrang og fordomme eller der kan også ske det, at normerne og referencerne istedet bryder sammen. Det er muligt, det er sket sådan for mig. Virkeligheden
har med andre ord været langt stærkere og mere mangfoldig end nogen kategorier kunne holde til. Derfor har sammenbruddene for mig
været gennembrud ind imod stedse voksende virkeligheder og afstedkommet en åbenhed, der ikke dømmer—og en accept af virkeligheden, som den er, i al sin vidunderlige gru, ja. Og det er vel det, som
gør, at mange finder mine bøger skræmmende, truende, frastødende,
mens andre igen oplever dem som befriende.
From my translation, Liberated: Selected Essays of Suzanne Brøgger
(2020)
When one has experienced a lot and lived in various cultures, either
of two things can happen: either one’s need to make comparisons
and judgments is strengthened, or norms and reference points break
down. The latter is perhaps what has happened to me. Reality has, in
other words, proved to be stronger and more multifaceted than what
any categories could contain. Therefore my breakdowns have been
breakthroughs into continually expanding realities, resulting in an
openness that doesn’t judge – and an acceptance of reality as it is, in
all its wonderful horror. And this is most likely why many people find
my books frightening, threatening, and off-putting, while others find
them liberating.
*****
Erik Knudsen
Erik Knudsen (1922-2007) published seventeen poetry collections,
as well as dozens of pieces for Danish radio, TV, and theater. While
working as a teacher for most of his life, he was also a literary editor and a translator of plays and poetry. A peace activist, Knudsen
founded organizations opposing both the Vietnam War and military
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interventions in South America. He was an active lecturer in the peace
movement and often spoke at demonstrations.
From Hjemme i labyrinten (1988)
10
Så begynder den skønneste og farligste rejse, rejsen ind i os selv.
Stille og landligt begynder den. Et mørkt rum. Maskinlade eller udhus. Lyset kommer fra et lille hul beregnet for høns. Engang kunne
vi presse os igennem – vi gør det igen. Og står i ukrudt til halsen,
vilde hindbær, nælder, sten og rustne skår i græsset. Hvad er der bag
den dør? Hvad er der oppe på loftet? En svedig lugt i høet, parfume?
stearin? Og så eksploderer billedet i en moderne slagmark. Instruktøren har endnu engang overrumplet os, afdækket vor indre virkelighed og påvist dens ydre udtryk. Rejsen ind i os selv var rejsen ind
i Krigen – som ikke er andet end vor barneskræk, vore konflikter og
mareridt forstørret op i Cinerama og Eastmancolor. En modbydelig
film – fordi sandheden om mennesket er modbydelig, logisk sat sammen, glimrende fotograferet.
From my translation, Erik Knudsen, Selected Poems (2019)
So begins the most beautiful and most dangerous journey, the journey
into ourselves. It begins quiet and pastoral. A dark room. Machine
shed or outbuilding. Light is coming from a little opening meant for
chickens. We used to be able to squeeze through – we do it again.
And we’re standing in weeds up to our chin, wild raspberries, nettle, rocks and rusty fragments in the grass. What is behind that door?
What is up in the loft? A sweaty smell in the hay—perfume? wax?
And then the picture explodes into a modern battlefield. The director
has taken us by surprise yet again, uncovered our inner reality and
demonstrated its outer expression. The journey into ourselves was a
journey into the War—which was nothing other than our childhood
fears, our conflicts and nightmares enlarged in Cinerama and EastmanColor. A horrible film—because the truth about people is horrible,
logically constructed, brilliantly photographed.
*****
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Book Reviews
Voices from the Modern Breakthrough. Danish Writing 1870-1930. Volume 1: Male Voices and Volume 2: Women’s Voices. Ed. and trans. David
Young. Danish Heritage Series 1 and 2. Odense: Freyja Press, 2017. 91
pp and 96 pp. http://www.freyjapress.dk.
Reviewed by Poul Houe
In 2017, the small and little-known Freyja Press in Odense (www.
freyjapress.dk) issued two volumes of Danish short stories from 18701930 in English translation, all “available for free download in three
formats: EPUB, Kindle, PDF” (and with an additional PDF file “for
those people interested in the original Danish text” freely accessible as
well). Editor and translator David Young writes in forewords to both
volumes about his background as an English expat, who came to Denmark in 2002 and soon enrolled in “two History of Literature short
courses run by Folkeuniversitetet” in Odense, where he now lives and
practices integration in his new homeland by immersing himself in its
literature and film art.
As Young admits, it was professionally challenging for him to
translate sixteen different narrative voices (eight male in volume one
and eight female in volume two), and an added challenge to get the
resulting text published—at least until “the advent of the internet and
e-books made it possible to publish them myself.” As he puts it in an
email ad, these books are “a labour of love 3 years in the making,”
which he wants to share with readers for free.
As part of a “Danish Heritage Series,” they seem superbly fit for
mention in The Bridge; DAHS members can expect to find fresh translations of typical but unfamiliar samples of turn-of-the-twentieth-century Danish literature worth their while. Not only does the Modern
Breakthrough, as its name promises, remain vital to Danish culture;
but as its timeframe also matches the apex of Danish emigration to
North America, Young’s anthologies might remind readers of The
Bridge of the world their forefathers and -mothers left behind when
they crossed the Pond. Voices from the old country might have even
remained a springboard for their—and their offspring’s—perception
of the new world.
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It is no exaggeration to claim that these Voices fill a void. Given its
artistic diversity, remarkably little of the period’s literature has been
rendered into English until now, especially within the short story genre, and especially by female writers. As the biographies of the authors
that conclude both volumes make clear, translations like these are few
and far between. Projects like Young’s are long overdue.
Here is a caveat, though. For all his admirable work, Young’s inexperience as a presenter of Danish literature shines through, and not
always for the better. His choice of writers for volumes of this format
is my least concern, although his selections are not problem-free. The
male voices are all canonical, and justification for each one’s inclusion can be found in Young’s biographical section about himself. As
for seven of the eight female voices, whose canonical status is less
assured, the selection was simpler and prefigured by their original
inclusion in Pil Dahlerup’s anthology of short stories by Danish women writers between 1870 and 1890, while writer number eight, Marie
Bregendahl, is the editor’s personal choice.
Within the broader framework of the Danish Modern Breakthrough, Bregendahl, along with Johan Skjoldborg and Jeppe Aakjær
from the men’s volume, represent a group of Jutland-born writers
considered movers and shakers of a popular breakthrough of material realism in farmland and smallholder settings. Most of the other
authors, male as well as female, were urbanites either by birth or as
practitioners of their craft. Both volumes articulate the integrity and
diversity that marked this Modern Breakthrough—and do so within
and across their defining gender border. In addition, some of the information provided about some of the authors, typically culled from
basic print and online sources, offers readers food for thought.
Where the anthologies fall short is in consistency and proportion. If the Jutland literary movement is key to Young’s take on the
period, why is Johannes V. Jensen, its foremost writer, conspicuously
absent? Because Young wants to focus on less familiar names? Hardly,
for Herman Bang, Jensen’s urban equal, has not been excluded. What
has been omitted, though, is Bang’s biography, along with Aakjær’s.
Because both were familiar to international audiences already? This
may be true for Bang, but not for Aakjær. Nor does Young’s reference
to Wikipedia entries about the two resolve the problem; his puzzling
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statement that “when I have time, I will extend the Herman Bang Wiki
entry and add the biographies below (sic!)” only affirms that a labor of
love can bypass most other labor norms.
As to the length and depth of the biographies, most of the men
are treated to a narrative of some two-to-four pages, but Knud Hjortø
is given less than one. Is that a value judgment? That the women are
generally given briefer mention is often justified by a smaller literary
production, as when Vilhelmine Zahle, who wrote only two short stories and some poetry, is discussed quite briefly. One might even ask
if her small production justifies as much attention as the “extremely
productive” Hjortø’s? On the other hand, given that most biographies
also account for extra-literary work, Erna Juel-Hansen is rightly discussed at considerable length, thanks to her trailblazing work as a
feminist and pedagogue.
Lastly, why are the women’s voices underserved with secondary
references—limited basically to www.kvinfo.dk and Pil Dahlerup’s
anthology? Granted, the body of secondary materials in English about
these women is slim, but wouldn’t that at least warrant a mention of
A History of Danish Literature, edited by Sven Rossel and referenced in
all the men’s biographies, in connection with the women? That said,
my critical remarks are not meant to disparage Young’s work, but to
stress that his primary selections and translations deserve an even better editorial apparatus than he has provided.
In his foreword(s) Young expresses his hope “that the stories will
be of interest to people who are interested in Scandinavia and also in
Comparative Literature; beyond that I hope they will be enjoyed by
the general reading public, especially those people interested in their
own country’s literature during the same period.” After defining his
audience so broadly, Young narrows it by adding: “I am enough of a
romantic to say that if only one person reads the results of my endeavours and enjoys them, it will be mission accomplished.” Is this highfalutin’ ambition or modesty to the nth degree, or both? Is the expat
editor voicing the immodest modesty of his adoptive country, raising
the bar by evoking Kierkegaard’s “single individual,” while humbling
himself to merely “enough of a romantic”?
Aiming at people interested in “Comparative Literature” (capitalized!) while saying “I am not the sort of reader who likes to go
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into long intellectual discussions about literature …” rings especially
odd. Having it both ways—comparing without discussing—appears
to be this editor’s preference for better or worse: the better being what
the primary texts have in store for Young’s single individual, curious about Denmark’s Modern Breakthrough, living in an unspecified
country and interested in its literature, yet reading the anthology at
hand from both a Scandinavianist and comparatist point of view!
As it turns out, most of the stories live up to such high expectations and often on a scale where Danes supposedly excel: that of happiness. That is to say that besides addressing his imagined readers,
Young’s anthologies have unintended consequences. While present
generations of Danes are mired in facts and myths about their happy
way of life, this corpus of short fiction from an earlier modern era
augments the offering with less sugarcoated insights into happiness
before it became a profitable brand. An overdue distance and antidote
to hyped Nordic self-perceptions.
Volume 1: Male Voices spans forty-five years of Danish literary history, from Herman Bang’s “Elna” (1883) to Knud Hjortø’s “Dreaming
about Her” (1928), while Volume 2: Women’s Voices (on the cover called
Female Voices) covers only thirty years, from Rinna Hauch’s “A Tale of a
Child” (1875) to Marie Bregendahl’s “A Glimmer of Hope” (1905). This
(unexplained) incongruence of the two timeframes aside, the volumes
encompass claims to happiness that are engulfed in conflicting experiences and evidence.
Bang’s story is a case in point. Elna, its young protagonist, is an
ageless, distant girl of privilege, whose unexpected infatuation with
a cousin disrupts her self-control and replaces cool contentment with
greedy happiness. The effect is paralyzing, as in her pleonastic exclamation: “’Holger,’ she said, ‘how wonderful it is to be happy.’” She
might as well have said how happy her happiness is! Such vacuity
in flowery disguise suggests a mortal wound, which Elna realizes
when she turns deathly sick and smilingly whispers her last words to
Holger: “You made me far too happy.”
Fast-forward to Hjortø’s text and another version of happiness cutting both ways, or foiling a distant contentment as the one Bang’s Elna
grew up with—until disillusionment reigns supreme. Hjortø’s Henrik
and Helene are potentially sweethearts whose potential remains un140
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fulfilled. They spend their early teens and decades of adulthood beating around the bush of mutual love, merrily and sadly, as if in a fairy
tale about humans stuck in their ruts. Conditioned by circumstances,
not by free will, life is predictable, with little room for self-realization
and (pie in) the sky as the only site of wonder.
Henrik is not happy, only content, and Helene, though present, is
not approachable. “We must go our separate ways,” she declares. Life
is not what they had hoped for, and no rapprochement between them
works until old Henrik’s longings target his memories of Helene more
than the actual woman he technically continues to meet. Eventually
she fades out of sight and mind—allowing nature and sunsets, clouds
and darkness to efface her completely and fill the space she left behind. Dreaming becomes Henrik’s last reality, until it also ends—like
happiness receiving modernity’s kiss of death.
Only one story between these bookending texts tackles happiness
so directly (and sincerely). The eponymous uncle in Peter Nansen’s
“Uncle Johannes” (1901) is a sleazy businessman intent on spreading
happiness in his family, especially to his nephew Nicolai, who loves
money and is loved by his uncle’s daughter Flora—until he is not, because she falls for Carl, before she ultimately marries Nicolai, who in
turn becomes friendly with Carl, who used to call Johannes a usurer,
but is now as thick as thieves with him (and with Flora to boot). An
all-embracing happy ending in honor of hypocrisy incarnate.
The remaining men’s stories feature happiness less explicitly compromised. Gustav Wied’s “Life’s Pleasures” (1894) is this urban satirist’s picture of a “harvest feast at Tutiput Farm,” wrapping turn-ofthe-century rural ways in “truthful hyperbole.” It offers a spectacle of
drinkers and singers yakking and dancing embarrassingly, as a simpleton teetotaler watches and a drunken peasant misses it all: quite a
grotesque scene for the reader to behold.
Social entertainment in Helge Rode’s “Music Hall” (1900) is no
happier. Crowds of performers, whores, and noisy drunks fill the hall,
but the focus is on a despairing teenage regular and his possible intimacy with a baldheaded mademoiselle. In Gustav Esmann’s “Apricots” (1904), the social is an outing to a restaurant before an uppity
student engages in intercourse with a downtrodden seamstress and
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later leaves his lady of the night with some apricots to chew on for
lack of better. Another human being thus dispensed with.
Both Johan Skjoldborg’s “Fate” (1912) and Jeppe Aakjær’s “Three
on One Ladder” (1912) are staged in rural or coastal Jutland. After his
parents’ tragic death, Skjoldborg’s Jens becomes a flute-playing farmhand with a “sense of destiny and doom,” whose escalating violence
is reversed only when he sacrifices his life for a stranded sailor.
While this Jens’ destiny was to rehash the conflict between his
weather-beaten father and jealous mother, his namesake in Aakjær’s
story enacts a different legacy as he prods a neighbor to fetch and
drive an old midwife through a blizzard to deliver Jens and Anna’s
child. Reminiscent of “Kirsten’s Last Journey” by Johannes V. Jensen,
the crazy ride centers on the driver’s relation to his horse, but as much
as Aakjær relishes in the laughable, his narrative is no laughing matter. In both his and Skjoldborg’s texts, nature accounts for most obstacles as well as the ability to overcome them. Circumstances beyond
human control drive actors beyond their limits and make their journey loom larger than life, like a myth.
Young’s anthology of women’s voices picks up where the men’s
leave off, without ignoring the traumas that kept most happiness in
the shadows. Captain F in Hauch’s “A Tale of a Child” loves Marie, his
youngest child, until he has a little boy, whom he loves even more—at
Marie’s expense. When she falls ill and dies, however, he is so haunted
by his loss that he nearly loses his mind before fever kills his three
older girls as well, compelling him to leave his home for the West Indies, where he dies almost immediately upon arrival. Meanwhile, his
widow back home survives him by many years, as does their beloved
boy.
By comparison, Olivia Levison’s “Trapped” (1876) is about happiness at the end of its tether. Years after a failed attempt to restart his
life in the big city, Mr. Rørby returns to his estate along with a little
girl. The question of what has happened, and who she is, prompts the
backstory about Ulla, an outgoing music teacher who caught Rørby’s
attention and whose artistic imagination his influence animated. This
proves a mixed blessing for both of them and ends their relationship,
after which she runs away with a “miserable troupe of actors,” one of
whom she marries. Just two days prior to the beginning of the story
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she died—and left behind her little daughter, the girl Rørby has now
adopted. A barely happy ending!
Ragnhild Goldschmidt’s “Without Family” (1878) carves more
genuine happiness out of familiar material. Both her title and lead
character, the seamstress Anna Poulsen, a former foster child, augur
social misery akin to that in “Trapped” and earlier in Esmann’s “Apricots”; indeed, Anna is a placeless and restless girl, who gets taken
to the cleaners by George, the spineless and hedonist son of philandering beauty Ms. Sandler. A victim of social injustice, Anna initially
nurtures vindictive hatred, but then emigrates to California, where
the narrator finds her married with children and doing good for others—a constructive atonement (cf. Skjoldborg’s “Fate”) that inspires
the storyteller to reappraise even the Sandlers. From no family to an
extended one—happiness overrides opposites destined for despair.
Betty Borchsenius’ “A Situation” (1884) is just that—a short-lived
theater celebrity’s mildly satirical snapshot of late nineteenth-century
bourgeois superficiality. In one sense a piece too trivial for comfort,
in another, a reliable gauge of the era’s cultural facade. Aesthetic duplicity finds a different outlet in Illa Christensen’s “Women—a Fable”
(1884) as her narrative steps into the mind of a female sculpture and
voices its despair at being viewed as an object and not as the hot marble it believes itself to be. As it wants its passion to come across, it lifts
the material veil between itself and the world, but in doing so loses
its balance and goes to pieces. Modern vivacity may break an artistic
mold but may also cast a shadow that deflates selfhood, which happens when the original sculpture gets restored for mass production.
Another woman’s yearning for freedom is stymied in Erna JuelHansen’s “Single” (1885). Though her obsessive dreams of mutual
happiness come to naught when a message from her old lover removes
the last speck of hope of a shared future, her dreams are rekindled as
she realizes she is bearing his child. Her outlook abruptly turns splendid, even happy, until her old dream accidentally returns—only to be
broken one last time. In contrast to Goldschmidt’s story of happiness
resurrected, this one shows old happiness dying hard.
In the extract of Vilhelmine Zahle’s “During the Summer Holidays” (1890), Valborg is on vacation—and in limbo. Destined to be a
spinster teacher, her prospects of marrying Rudolph erase this dire
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fate yet fail to bring real happiness. Then during holidays at her uncle’s, a loving desire for his visiting nephew overwhelms her and persists even after she realizes he saw her as just a face in the crowd. All
the same, when she does regain her bearings—and the thought of a
loveless future with Rudolph—she is almost happy to accept it. So be
it—once happiness’ double-edged sword has been swallowed!
Even richer is the fabric of Bregendahl’s “A Glimmer of Hope.”
Not only does it recall Young’s other female voices, but his male ones
as well. Ms. Larsen’s reluctance to take in a nineteen-year-old male
lodger proves justified when this lazybones makes her daughter pregnant. Yet his threat to his host’s happiness only makes her more determined to secure a marriage between the youngsters. Other women writers circled around wedlock, but Ms. Larsen’s approach bears
more resemblance to characters in the men’s volume. Winter winds
wash over her as they did Aakjær’s midwife, and the way she puts on
a pair of skates from her dimwit son-in-law and happily skates across
his pie-in-the-sky dreams has much of Wied’s absurdity to its credit.
Finally, she clings as defiantly to her “beautiful glimmer of hope” as
Zahle’s Valborg does to her deflated prospects.
The Modern Breakthrough, whether articulated by male or female authors, proved a fertile ground for human yearnings—for family and community, but first and foremost for happiness. Not happiness unlimited, though; over and again, reality takes that notion a
peg down as modernity weaves a patchwork of uneasy compromises,
which makes one wonder if such a compromised happiness really is
happiness.
Not surprisingly, this template is accessed differently by men and
women in a deeply gender-divided society. More intriguing is that
bits of happiness pop up almost everywhere—among writers of both
sexes—well before the Danish welfare state brought material comfort
within reach of the majority population. Are these stories then preceding our time with sheer anachronisms, or do their porous versions of
a happy life remain vital as antidotes to materialist numbing of our
critical sense? If your happiness overheats, take a metaphorical cold
shower with Young’s help!
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Julie K. Allen. Danish but Not Lutheran: The Impact of Mormonism on
Danish Cultural Identity, 1850-1920. Salt Lake City: University of Utah
Press, 2017. xiv, 292 pp.
Reviewed by J. R. Christianson
In Denmark and America, fear of immigrants seems to feed the
ferocity of what Julie K. Allen calls “today’s struggles over national
belonging and cultural identity” (246). Maybe by looking to a past era,
when thousands of Danes converted to the Mormon religion and emigrated to Utah, it can help us understand the struggles we face today.
What does it really mean to be a Dane – or to be an American?
Does it mean the same today as in centuries past? And what about
immigrants? When a person moves from one world to another, what
happens to that person’s sense of who he or she is? What if that immigrant adopts a new religion in the process? Do these choices turn
her or him into a different person? And what about me? Even if I stay
put, how do I change over time? Do I actually change who I am –
my cultural identity – by the choices I make, regardless of the choices
other people might make? Would I be a different person today if I had
made different choices in the past, and what are the consequences of
my choices for future generations? These are some of the questions
raised by this intriguing examination of Danish cultural identity in a
changing world.
Some people assume that all Danes and Danish Americans are
Lutherans, but Allen points out that this has not been the case for a
rather long time. She notes that the link between being Danish and being Lutheran was broken once and for all on June 5, 1849, when Denmark adopted its first democratic constitution, because it contained
this paragraph:
§ 81. Borgerne have Ret til at forene sig i Samfund for at
dyrke Gud paa den Maade, der stemmer med deres Overbeviisning, dog at intet læres eller foretages, som strider
mod Sædeligheden eller i den offentlige Orden.1
(§ 81. Citizens have the right to unite in organizations to
worship God in a manner consistent with their convictions,
except that nothing may be learned or practiced that conflicts with morality or public order.)
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Long before it became legal to do so, some Danes had already been
organizing to worship God in their own way. Because doing so was
against the law before 1849, the authorities cracked down. Some of
these illegal worshippers were in contact with Moravian missionaries
as early as the 1720s. In the nineteenth century, wave upon wave of
grassroots religious revivals, Lutheran and otherwise, swept through
rural Denmark, beginning in the 1820s. These revivals gave rise to
illegal Baptist, Pietist, and Adventist clusters and congregations in
the 1830s. Great waves of Grundtvigian and Inner Mission awakenings grew out of these movements and continued to grow after 1849,
when all this religious agitation became perfectly legal if sometimes
disturbing. Many of these religious groups and movements have been
discussed in The Bridge, and they are important parts of the Danish
American heritage.2
The Mormon missionaries, who are the focus of Allen’s study,
came to Denmark in 1850, when they could preach their gospel legally, and their mission took off with a bang. Allen largely accepts
the view that Mormons and Baptists appealed mainly to “the poorest
groups” in Danish society, even though several of her Mormon examples (H. P. Jensen, Mads Nielsen, F. F. Samuelsen, and Elise Stampe’s
unnamed friend) seem to contradict that assumption. Those “poorest groups” were rural crofters, artisans, and farm laborers, and they
were most numerous in areas dominated by large estates.3 Not all
religious revivals in Denmark, however, appealed mainly to the rural poor. Moravians attracted followers from the middle classes, and
landowning farmers flocked to the Grundtvigian movement. Some
have argued that the early religious revivals, not just in Denmark but
throughout Scandinavia, appealed less to the downtrodden and more
to the most progressive and prosperous elements in places where independent farmers were the dominant class.4
Allen points out that the social and economic foundation for all
this religious turmoil was laid in the Danish land reforms of the late
eighteenth century, which transformed tenant farmers into landowners and simultaneously created a rural proletariat. Then, universal education came to Denmark in 1814, and schooling gave everybody the
tools to learn new things on their own. When it all sunk in, the kettle
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of social and religious change began to boil, and the June Constitution
of 1849 did not turn down the fire.
Allen shows how leaders like D. G. Monrad and N.F.S Grundtvig
shaped the June Constitution and some of the social response to its
new freedoms, and how Mormon missionaries were also quick to take
advantage of Denmark’s new religious freedom to spread their fiery,
apocalyptic beliefs: hellfire and brimstone awaited Lutherans, because
the Second Coming was imminent, so become a Mormon and get out
quick! No wonder the missionaries stirred up a flurry, both of conversions and of violent protests. P. C. Kierkegaard, an avid Grundtvigian
clergyman, attended a Mormon meeting and refuted their teachings.
His brother, the philosopher, Søren Aabye Kierkegaard, attacked the
Lutheran state church, Folkekirken, and argued that Christian faith
was not something you could be born into but only emerged out of
the anxiety of intense personal struggle. Allen thinks his views could
have been taken to justify the Mormon mission, but Mormonism was
certainly not what Søren Kierkegaard had in mind.
One aspect of Mormon life in Utah in those days was the practice of polygyny or plural marriage. Did this practice across the ocean
“conflict with morality” according to the Danish constitution? Did
Mormon polygamy promote the exploitation of women and become a
form of white slavery? It seemed scandalous and threatening at first,
but later, Danish revues tended to present it as a bawdy joke.
The Mormon religion changed over time, as did its relationship
to Danish society. The fire and brimstone of imminent millennial expectation faded away, and plural marriage was abandoned in 1890.
In Denmark, Mormons no longer seemed threatening and eventually
came to appear “rather quaint and charmingly wholesome” (245),
particularly compared to immigrants from Muslim countries. Mormons stayed in Denmark instead of emigrating to Zion and gradually
became the neighbors next door, who simply belonged to a different
church than most other Danes.
By that point, Utah already had more Danes than any other American state, and chain migration had concentrated them in locations
like the small town of Elsinore, Utah, where 92 percent of the population was Danish in 1880. In these Danish Mormon enclaves, they continued to speak, worship, and socialize in the Danish language, read
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Danish American newspapers, intermarry, and enjoy coffee, tea, and
beer like any Dane, contrary to normal Mormon practice.
In conclusion, Allen comments that “today’s struggles over national belonging and cultural identity” are “neither unique nor unprecedented” and give no “grounds for decrying the degenerate state
of modern society.” The “perceived otherness” of Danish Mormons,
she says, “was always constructed in opposition to the prevailing
norms of Danishness” (246), and those Danish norms changed, just as
the Mormon religion itself changed over time. The presence of Mormons “gave Danish society a valuable opportunity to develop tolerance” on its path to “an egalitarian social democracy” in an increasingly secular era (247). Maybe hotheads should calm down and learn
a thing or two by reading this thoughtful, persuasive, and captivating
book.

Endnotes
1 “Danmarks Riges Grundlov, 5. Juni 1849 (Junigrundloven),”
danmarkshistorien.dk, accessed October 28, 2018, http://danmarkshistorien.
dk/leksikon-og-kilder/vis/materiale/danmarks-riges-grundlov-af-5-juni1849-junigrundloven/#indhold7.
2 Danish Mormons were discussed in The Bridge in 1980, 1990, and 2001;
Baptists in 1985, 2002, and 2008; Methodists in 1987; non-conformists and
early religious revivalists in 1999, 2002, and 2011; socialists in 1982, 1985,
and 1990; and M. A. Sommer, the Kierkegaardian promoter of emigration,
in 2000. A Kurdish immigrant to Denmark described her experiences in
2015, and Robert A. (Bob) Olsen summarized the great variety of nonLutheran Danish immigrant churches in 2013 and 2018. Inner Mission and
Grundtvigian Lutherans have been the subject of numerous articles in The
Bridge.
3 See the Baptists discussed in Pia Viscor, “Emigration from Jystrup
and Valsølille,” The Bridge 25, no. 2 (2002): 11-45, and Pia Viscor, “Danish
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